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Dost fhou admit his right, 

Thus to transfer our ancient Scottish crown ? 

Ay, Scotland was a kingdom once. 
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CHAPTER XXX. 

THE BETBOTHAL. 

O love, when womanhood is in the flush. 
And man's a youn^ and an mispotted thing I 

His flrst-breathed word and her half-conscious blush 
Are fair as light in heaven, — as flowers in spring^- 
The flrst hour of true love is worth our worshipping. 

The Maid of Elvar. 

The red eyening snn was setting, and his rays, piercing the 
half-stripped trees of Brontisfield, fell on the old mossy dial- 
stone, much they never reached through the thick foliage of 
summer. It was about the hour of five, and the western sky 
shed a crimson glow over the whole landscape ; the loch lay 
calm and xmrujBuied as a vast sheet of polished crystal, reflect- 
ing in its bright surface the ruddy clouds, the blue sky, and 
the bordmng trees, whose foliage was now assuming the warm 
tints of autumn, presenting alternately the darkest ^een, the 
brightest yellow, and most russet brown. The fallen leaves 
rustled among the withered sedges of the lake, and the wild 
swan, the black duck, and the water-hen floated double " bird 
and shadow" on its surface, while the tall heron waded among 
the eel-arks that lay half-hidden by the reeds and waterlilies 
at the marein. 

The rusue of the dark-brown woods, and the deepening 
gloom of the hills, marked the decline of the day and year, 
and Walter's heart became chilled and sad as he galloped up 
the long dark avenue, which was strewed with the spoil of 
the past summer — ^that happy summer which had passed away 
for ever. 

Lilian sat within the deep bay of a window in the chamber- 
of-dais, busily embroidering Walter's lon^-promised scarf: 
it was of blue velvet, having thistles of silver worked with 

II. B 
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St. Andrew's crosses alternately. For many weet s Iter nimble 
Httle fingers had plied the needle on it, and now it was nearly- 
finished. The tramp of hoofs made her look down the far- 
stretching avenue, which, with its arching elms and sturdy 
oaks, formed a long vista to the eastward, where it was ter- 
minated by an ancient and grass-tufled archway ; beyond it, 
the bluff craigs of Salisbury and Arthur's ridgy cone, mel- 
lowed in the mstance, shone redly in the light of the setting 
sun, above the green and waving woods. 

The blood rushed to Lilian's snowy temples : she sprang 
from her seat, her eyes beaming with deliffht, which rapidly 

Save place to surprise on observing the hurried and disor- 
ered air of Walter, who was minus cloak and plume. Never 
before had he come on horseback, and her mind misgave her 
there was something wrong. 

She cast a timid glance at aunt Grizel. Lulled by an old 
and favourite ditty, which for ihe thousandth time the affec- 
tionate Lilian had sung to her, the old lady had fallen fast 
asleep in her great leathem-ehajr, with her relaxed hand on 
the spinning-wheel, the gay silver and ivory virrels of which 
glittered in the light ot the cheerful fire. She slept pro- 
foundly. 

Lilian threw on her hood and hurried to tiie door, where 
Walter had dismounted, and was in the act of slipping h» 
maffle-rein through one of the numerous rings in the wall — 
necessary appendages to the door of a monor-nouse, and quite 
as requisite as the " louping-on stane " in those days, when 
every visitor of oonsideration came on horseback. 

W ith a chf^rming mixture of frankness and timidity, the 
blushing girl held out both her hands in welcome to her lover ; 
but there was a sadness ^i his smile ihst made the colour 
leave her cheek and the lustre fade in her eye. 

" Lilian — dear madam — ^Lilian, I see you for the last time ! " 
he exclaimed, as he took her hands in his, and raised thooa to 
his lips. 

" The last time P " reiterated Lilian, faintly. 

" Oh, are not these sad and bitter words P But so it is, 
Lilian ; the fatal hour has come— our dream is over. We 
march for England to-morrow. The Dutch invaders are on 
the ocean, and in the hearts and swords of his faithfrd sol- 
diers, poor King James can alone rely in the straggle that is 
to come." 

" O Walter, what horror is this P " 

" All the land is on the alert. A red beacon will blaze to- 
night from Arthur's rocky peak, and from Stirling in the 
west, to the Ochils in the north, will be sent tidings tiiat will 
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lonse the distant dans, and all Scotland iriU arise in. arms. 
!But cfk ! how adverse will be ihe motiyes of many who draw 
the sword ! I have come to bid you adieu, Lilian — a long 
adieu ; for many a battle must be fought and won ere again 1 
stand on the threshold of your home — ^this happy home — ^the 
memory of which will cheer me through many a melancholy 
hour." 

" Ah, Walter, the horrors of aunt Grizers girlhood are 
again come upon us. What a sudden blow it is! We have 
been so happy — and you go—" Tears choked her utterance. 

" This instant, Lilian, said Walter, overpowered «t i^e 
si^ht of her tears ; " this instant. God ! I nave only a ie^ 
mmutes to snare, even to bid joa adieu." 

" And Laoy Grizel, too,'* said Lilian, in a breathless voice, 
for she was too artless to conceal her deep emotion ; " i^e to 
whom you have always been so kind, so attentive — you sorely 
will bid her adieu ? " 

** I could not be so ungrateM as to omit such a duty ; but, 
dear Lilian, let us walk once more in the garden — ^you kn<yw 
our f&vourite place, by the old mossy foimtain. Ah, Lilian, 
refuse me not," ur^ed Walter, who saw that she trembled 
and hesitated. " I have mudi to say that I must not leave 
unsaid ; for never again (how bitter are these words \) never 
a^avn may an opportunity come to me ; never again may! 
bend my eyes cm yours, or hear the sound of your voice--oh, 
Lilian — " 

Never had Walter trasted himself so far : he was eameiri;, 
impetuous, and confused. Tiilmn glanced timidly at his 
sparkling eyes, and then at Hie darkening wooids, and 
trembling between love and timidity, permitted him to dzaw 
her arm through his, and lead her into the ancient garden, 
the thick hoUy hedges of which entirely screened them from 
observation. 

The heart of Lilian foreboded that a scene was to ensue ; 
but a spell was upon her — a power which dbe could not resist^ 
threw a chain of delight and fear around iier, and bound her 
to the side of Walter. She seemed to be in a dream : tii^ 
very air grew palpable, and she felt only the beating of her 
little heart. JSqually wishing and dreading the coming 
dtimio'Ciment, she was almost unconsoious of imither Walter 
led her. 

He, poor fdlow! was -something in the same frame of 
mind. Though he had fall time to rally his thoughts, reflec- 
tion served but to make him m<»e confrused, and instead of 
the passionate avowal which, a moment ago, had trembled on 
his lips, his intense respect for Lilian brought him down to 

s2 
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ihe merest commonplace, and again the fayonrite words of 
Finland came tmthmlly home to his mind, "the girl one 
loves is greater than an empress." 

" It is very sad to think that-^that peradventure we are 
walking here for the last time/' said he. 

This was not qnite what Lilian expected, and somewhat 
reassured, she murmnred a polite reply. 

" Ton will not forget me when I am far, far away from 
you, Lilian P " 

" Oh, no— how conld I forget P " said she, bending her 
timid eyes kindly and sadly upoi him. There was a ^arm 
in her answer that bewildered her lover, and, nnable to resist 
longer the ardour and impulses of his heart, he threw an arm 
around her, and, pressing her right hand to his breast, ex- 
claimed, in a voice that trembled with emotion, " I love you, 
Lilian — ^I have dared to love you long — oh, may I hope you 
will forgive me P " 

He paused ; but Lilian could make no reply. An instant 
' she was pale, then a deep blush crimsoned ner cheek, her 
lone lashes veiled her humid ey^s— and for the first time 
Wuter pressed his lips to hers as she sank upon his breast. 

" Oh, Jjilian," he resumed, after a long pause, " now on the 
eve of parting, and perhaps for ever, i could not leave ^ou 
with this great secret preymg upon my heart — ^without saying 
that I loved you. The hope, that when I am gone, you will 
think of me with sentiments more tender and more endearing 
than tiiose of mere friendship, will be my best incentive to 
become worthy of them. Bear Lilian, I am poor and name- 
kss ; save my heart and my sword, and the sod which shall 
cover me, I own nothing in all this wide world ; but than 
mine, never was there a love more generous or more true. 
Lonff, long, adorable I41ian, have I loved you in secret, and 
loved you dearly." 

There was no art in his^ declaration ; it came straight from 
^ the soul, and his words, rich, deep, and full of feeling, thrilled 
' through the agitated heart of the young girl. He sought no 
reply, no other avowal of her reciprocal love, than her beau- 
tiral confusion and eloquent silence. Immovable and breath- 
less, she lay within his ^embrace, with the deepest blushes 
overspreading her whole face and neck. Her mild eyes were 
shaded by meir lashes, and the charming expression of 
' modesty imparted by their downcast lids increased the emo- 
tion of Walter, and closer to his breast he pressed her passive 
form, till her heart throbbed against his own. 



** O love, when womanhood is in the flush I 
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Walter was intoxicated. The purple hood of Liliaii had 
fallen back, and the braids of her fair hair drooped upon his 
breast; his dark hair mingled with tiliem, and their locks, 
sparkled like gold in the glow of the set sun, as its last rays 
8|ireained down the long snady walk. 

Short as the interview was, an age seemed to be comprised 
within its compass ; the lovers were in a little world oi their 
own — or with them the external world seemed to stand still. 
They were aU heart and pulse, and overwhelmed with an 
emotion which the orthography of every human language has. 
failed to portray. 

But anon, the first glow of ardour and excitement passed 
away, and the memory of their parting fell like a mountoin on 
their hearts. Lilian hung half embraced by Walter's arm; 
and a shower of tears relieved her. 

Ah, could the evil-minded Clermistonlee have witnessed 
this scene ! 

The sun set behind the dark woods of Corstorphine ; its last 
rays faded away from the turret vanes and seared foliage of 
Bruntisfield ; the oaks and loch of the Burghmuir grew dark, 
as the shadows of the autumnal gloaming increased around 
them, and warned the lovers of the necessity of retiring and — 
separating. 

IS'ever was the glowing memory of that interview forgotten 
by Walter Fenton ; and it cheered him through many an 
hour of sorrow, humiliation, and misery ; througn the toils of 
many a weary night, and the carnage of many a dangerous 
day. How happy and how well it is for us that the future is 
covered by an impenetrable veil that no mortal eye can pierce, 
and no hand draw aside ! 

The swans had quitted the lake, and the last glow of the 
day that had passed, was dying away upon its glassy surface, 
when hand in hand, the girl and her lover, contented, if not 
supremely happy, left the garden. There, by the old fountain 
of mossy and fantastic stone-work, on the pedestal of which a 
grotesque visage vomited the water from its capacious throat 
into a stone basin, they had plighted unto each other their 
solemn troth, according to the simple custom of the time and 
cpunixy. 

There was no witness but the evening star that glimmered 
in the saffiron west. There was no record but their own beat- 
ing hearts. 

Standing one on each side of the gushing fountain, and 
laving their hands in the limpid water, they <^ed upon Grod 
to hear and register their vows of truth and love — ^vows which 
were, perhaps, less eloquent than deep, but uttered mtk«lL 
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the qxiifit fenrour of two yotmg lieaarts tm vet tixneared and 
unsoiired by the trouble, the doplieity, tJie semshness, and the- 
bitterness of the world. 

Poor lovers ! It was their first hoar of delight ; and erea: 
then, though by them unseen, a human visage of livid and 
terrible aspect was steadily r^arding them &om the thick 
foMage of a dark hollv hedge, with eyes like those of a serpent 
—eyes that glared like two burning coals, and seemed fml of 
that dire expression with which the superstitions of Italy gift 
the possessors of the maUoechio, llie nps were colourless and 
white, the teeth were clenched; it was all that a painter 
could portray of ajgony and mortification. As they arose 
from me fountain, it vanished ; footsteps crashed among the 
fallen leaves and withered brandies, but the lovers heard uioti 
not. 

Lilian, though she still wept £rom over-excitement, and the 
approaching separation which had so suddenly called all these 
secret fedin^ to empire and control in hor bosom, with sen- 
sations of nungled happiness and grief too intense to find vent 
in words, hung on Walter's arm, and thus clasped hand in 
hand with more apparent composure, they^ slowly returned to 
the house and entered the chamber-of-dais. 

Its panels of polished oak, the silver plate on the buffet, the 
china jars^ and' japan canisters, on the grotesaue ebony cabi- 
nets, gHttered ruddily in the light of the blazing fire. A. 
noble stag-hound, wim red eyes and wiry hair, Ldian's lap- 
dog, and a favourite cat, were gambolling together on the 
hearth, and-teaaring the snow-white wool nom the prostrate 
spinning-whek. fiady Grizel still ^ept soundly ; but Lilian 
stole to her side, kissed, and awoke her by murmuring in a 
brok^i voice, and with a sickly attempt at playfulness, 

'' Awake, aunt Grizel, IMbr. iFentonlms come to bid us fkre- 
well. He marches by crow of the cock, and we may not see 
him again for — ^for many a wear^ day." 

" "i&j dream is read !*' exdaimea the old l ady , starting. 
" O, Lilian, lass ! what is this you tell me P Walter, my 
poor bairn, come to me ; for whenee are ye boune P** 

"For England, madam." 

''England ! alake, alake ! and I was dreaming of Sir Ardii- 
bald," replied the venerable dame, whose eyes were glittering 
with tears. " I saw him standing there, before tne oaken 
cabinet, in his bufi* coat, steel cap, and plume, just as I saw" 
him last when under haniess ; and oh ! but he seemed young 
and winsome, with glowing cheeks and bright locks of curling 
brown. * Archibald,* I cried, and stretching my arms towards 
him, I strove to say mair ; but O ! Lilian, me words died 
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&way in wliispers on my lips. He walked over to tlie bii£^, 
and took up nis silver tazurard, which other lips have never 
touched since his own. It was empty. Sairly he gioomed as^ 
he wont when aught crossed him, and flang down uie cup. I 
heard tiie clank of his jangling spurs as- he turned lightly 
about, saying, * Fare-ye-weel, my jo Grizel, horse and spear b 
Ihe cry again,' and strode away. But O, his face, and the 
flash of his dark-browed eye ; tney come back to me, a vision 
from ike grave. I awoke, and there stood Walter Fenton — 
his livi]^ image. O, Lilian! my doo, something sad is at 
hand, flows and blood ever followed such visions as mine 
hath been this night. It forebodes deep dool, and dark mis- 
fortune." 

"Dear aunt Grizel, why such dreary thoughts P" said 
Lilian, no longer able to restrain her tears ; " though we are 
losing our dear friend Mr. Fenton — one, I hope, after Sir 
Archibald's own heart." 

" True, he hath the bearing of a Napier, and the very eye 
of my young son, and, sooth, he was a stalwart cavalier as ever 
danced, a gay galHard, or spurred a horse to the battle-field. 
And you are m>une for the south, Walter P War and blood, 
more of it yet — ^more of it yet — ^when will the wicked cease 
from troubling P Well it is for ye, boy, that ye have no 
mother to weep this night the bitter tears that I have often 
shed for mine. Three lair sons. Waiter, hae gone forth from 
this auld roof-tree, three stalwart men they were, and win- 
some to look upon, blooming and strong as ever braced steel 
ower gallant hearts ; but hardalake ! ere the sun sank owre 
the westland hiUs, ihe last o' them lay by his father's side, 
cauld and stark on the banks of the Eeithingbum. 

''But I trow," she added, striking her cane on the floor, 
" many a braw English cap and feather lay on the turf ere 
that came to pass.' The keen grey eyes ot the spirited dame 
flashed bright through their tears, K>r strongly at that moment 
the Spartan spirit of the old Scottish matron glowed within her 
breast. " England P Alace! and what is stirring now that 
our blue bonnets maun cross the border again r Smooth 
water runs deep. I aye thought we were owre sib wi' the 
south to byde sae long." 

" Madam, we march as friends and allies to assist in repel- 
ling invasion from its shores. William of Orange, with a great 
armament, now bends his cannon on the English coast, and 
by daybreak to-morrow we march for Xing James's camp. I 
must leave you instantly, for I have not a moment to spare. 
My Lord Ihmbarton requires my presence at Holyrood, 
where General Douglas of Queensbury is to address the 
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officers of the armj. Farewell, dear madam ; think kindly of 
me when I am far, far away &om you, for never may we meet 
again," and half Reeling, ne kissed her hand. 

" ^en ere thou goest, my poor boy, drink to the roof-tree 
of odb who loyes thee well, and who may neyer behold thee 
more. Ye hae the very voice of my youngest son ; and O, 
Walter, my auld heart yearns unto ye even as a mother's 
would yearn unto her dearest child." 

Walter's heart swelled within him as the kind old ladv laid 
her arm round his neck. 

" Lady Bruntisfield," said he, in a low voice, ''often have I 
known how sad a iMus it was to feel oneself alone in the 
world, and never will me memory of these kind words be 
effaced from my heart." 

Lilian, blushmg and pale by turns, with eyes full of tears, 
brought from the almry a silver cup of wine, and after she 
and Lady Grizel had tasted, Walter drained it to the bottom, 
as he did so uttering a mental blessing on the house of 
Bruntisfield. The ricn Gascon wine fired his heart, and gave 
him courage to sustain the separation. 

" 'Tis a sad and sudden parting, Walter," said Lady Grrizel, 
weeping unrestrainedly with that old-fashioned kindness of 
heart 'vmich has long since fled from the land. " How long 
will you be away from us ? " 

" That depends on the fortune of war, madam." 

" Puir baurn !ye mean the misfortune. Alace ! we live in 
waefu' times, x ear after year an auld Scots wife seeth the 
fair flowers that spring up around her trod down and destroyed. 
How many Mr sons are reared with micklepain and toil to 
be cut down by the sword of the foemen ! Thrice in my time 
have I seen the balefire blaze on Soutra-edge and Ochil Peak, 
and thrice have I seen the haill flower o' the country-side 
wede away. And well it is, Walter, that thou hast no other 
mother maa myself to mourn for thee this night $ for, as I 
said before," she continued, in the garrulous musing of age, 
'* my mind gangs back to the happy days and the fond faces 
of other times, when I have laced the steel cap owre comely 
cheeks whose smiles were a' the world to me. Then the bale- 
fire was lowing on ilka hill, and mount and ride was the cry. 
O, when will men grow wise (as that fale body Ichabod said 
with truth), and let the wicked kings of the earth gird up 
their loins and go forth to battle alone P 

" Thine, Walter Fenton, is owre fair a brow for the mid- 
night dew to lie upon, and the black corbie to flap its wings 
aboon in the stricken battle-field," continued the old lady, 
weeping, as " tremulously gentle her small hand" put back 
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the thick dark locks from Walter's clouded brow, and kissed 
it, while Liliaa sobbed audibly on hearing her speak so fore- 
bodingly. The heart of the young man was too mil to pennit 
him to reply, but at that moment he felt he had done this 
kind and noble matron a grievous injury in gaining the love 
of Lilian without her consent. So reproachfmly did the idea 
come home to his heart, that he was about to throw himself 
upon his knees, and in the ardour of his temper, pour forth 
an address in confession and exculpation — ^but his coura£:e 
failed, and never again had he an opportunity. 

Compelled at last to assume his oonnet and rapier, he felt 
his heart wrung when reflecting that he was, for the last time, 
with the only two beings on earth actually dear to him, that 
in another moment he would be gone, with the \nde world 
before him, and that world aU a void — a wildemess. 

Lilian threw over his shoulders the scarf her fingers had 
embroidered, and as the reverend lady blessed him, me tears 
started into his eyes; he kissed their hands, and hurried 
away. Both arose to accompany him to the door ; but while 
Lady Grizel searched for her long cane, he had vet a moment 
to give to Lilian. The light in the entrance hall feU fuU upon 
her face ; it was pale as death, and never until that moment 
had Walter felt how intensely he loved her. 

" Once again, farewell, dear Lilian," said he, putting a riiijg 
upon her finger ; '' wear this for my sake, and lorget not this 
night — ^the twentieth of September. O, Lilian, this ring is 
the dearest, the only relic I possess, and it contains the secret 
of my life. On my mother s hand it was found, when cold, 
and pale, and dead, she lay among the tombs of the Grey- 
friars, in the year of Bothwell : you know the rest, and will 
treasure it for my sake. If your bver Mis, Lilian, for you 
it will be some satisfaction that he died beneath the Scottish 
standard, fighting for his king by the side of the brave Dun- 
barton ! Who would desire a better epitaph P " 

" Walter," implored Lilian, in a piercing voice, " for the 
love of Gt>d, if not for the love of me, speak not thus ! " 

" Thou shalt hear of me, Lilian, if God spares me, as I 
hope he will, for thy sake," replied Walter, whose military 
pnde neither love nor sorrow could subdue. "My name 
shaH never be mentioned but with honour, for I have sworn 
to become worthy of thee, or to— die ! And if our soldiers 
prove as they have ever done, leal men and true, many a 
helmet will be cloven, many a corselet flattened, many a pike 
blunted, and bullet shot, ere the banner of ^^S James snail 
sink before these plebeian Dutch ! Farewell : forget not the 
twentieth of September !" 
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Another imifce caress, and Lilian was alone: a harso'si hoofit 
rang among the strewn antnnmal leares'; h«i the sonnd.died 
awftj, and Lilian heard her heart- beating; tonmltnouslj. 

As liis horse plunged forward down 'we ste^ arenae, ib»' 
starting of the saddle-girths compelled Walter to rein np near * 
t)te gateway, and while adjusting the buckles, he became the 
iinconscions listener to another leave-taking, wfaiek was 
accompanied by lond and obstreperous lamentationss It was 
Meinie Elshender bidding adieu to her kinsman and sweets 
heart, Hab, who was redmg about in his bandoleeTS, undi» 
the influence of various stoups of brandy. 

''Now, Hab, you fause loon, dinna say na! You will: 
forget me in the south, as you did in the west. Soldiers ase 
a' die." 

** Eoaring buckies are we, lassie ! *' 

'* Twa-faeed varlets, that kittle up their lugs when the 
^ drums beat, and make love wherever they gang," replied 
' Meinie, sobbing heavily. " You will be takmg up with some 
English kimmer, I ken, and forgetting pnir Meinie Elshen- 
der, that lo'es ye better than her ain me ; and " 

" J£ I do, may " 

" Ewhow ! and tiie rambles weVe had toffether in many a^ 
red gloaming by the heronshaws and quarreChdies. O, Hab, 
j^le rS^e iie, and ^ forget m^for th* taxlt i. no in 
yel 

" Dear Meinie, if I do may — — " 

" Dinna swear, ye ftde ; for I may weary waiting on ye." 

" Mav the de'il jump down my throat with a harrow at hi& 
tail ! There now, will you believe me ? Hoots, lass, we'll be 
back by the Halloween time to douk for apples in the muckle 
bam, sow hemp-seed in the Deil's-crof^, roast nuts in the 
ingle, pu' kail castocks, and gang guisarding by Drumdryan 
and the Highriggs. Hech, how! 

( Donbartan's drams beat boxmie, O ! ' 

Kiss me again, lass, and keep up your heart for a month or* 
two more, when again I will have my arm around ve, and 
your red cheek pressed to mine ;" contmued poor Halbert, to* 
whom that hour was never doomed to come, " and many a 
brave story I will tell ye of how our buirdly Soots chi^ds^ 
clapper-clawed tiie ill-faured Holanders." 

"Hab, ye ill-mannered loon!" cried Elsie. "Hab, ye 
ungratefa* vassal, daur ye gang awa' without paying yoiMr 
devoirs to my lady P" 

*• Bid her good-bye for me, mother," replied Halbert in •a 
faltering tone, as the old woman hobbled t^ and threw her 
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azms passionately around Ins neck. " My ]%ither was her 
boBnden yassal; but his son is the long's free soldier. Say 
gade'en for me, for I h&re not another moment to spare, even 
for Meinie. Fareweel, dear mother; I never expected to 
leave you again, but for those who foUow the de'il or the 
drum — Hoo^) mother, havers !" exclaimed the soldier, as the* 
poor woman sobbed convulsively on his breast. " I thought 
we had a* this dirdum cure before." 

** Fareweel, my bairn, my winsome Habbie ! On this- side 
o' ihe grave we sail never meet mair. England is a far awa' 
and an unco* place, and long ere ye return I wiU be laid ia. 
the lang hanip of my forbears^ iTut fearfu' times will come 
and pass ere the grass is green and waving oure me. ^ Mind 
your Bibk, Hab, for your faither (peace be wi* him, for he 
had none wi* me) ever gaed forth to battle with* whinger in 
one hand, and tne blessed book in the other. Beware o' the 
errors of episcopacy and idolatry, for yo're gaun to the hot* 
bed o* them baitn.** 

" O yes ; ou' aye," muttered Hab impatiently. 

" Now gang, my bairn, and Grod will keep nis hand owro 
ye in the hour of strife, for he ne'er forffets those by whom 
WpoTf«r and his glonr are remembered/' 

Ajid while Hab dasned off towards the city, the old woman 
with upraised hands implored, with Scottish piety and mater- 
nal fervour, a blessing on the footsteps- of the son that had 
d^arted fitan her — for ever. 



CHAPTEB XXXI. 



THE DEl'IAKCE. 



lis'ivdl for tine. Sir, tiiat I -wear no sword. 
Else it had soon decided which should, clafan, 
Ahdwhich ft>r death's colde arms exchange the dame. 

Old Plat. 

Waxtsst had listened longer than he intended, and for a 
moment he felt keenly how sad a thing it was that there were 
neidier parent nor kindred to bless his departing steps. The 
sincere ^ef of the humble cottar had deeply moved him ; 
but two kind kisses were yet glowing on his cheek, and the 
r^embrance that there were two gentle beings who sorrowed 
for his departure, and sighed for his return, filled his heart 
with joy. 

The ardour of youth, and his old enthusiastic spirit, blazed 
up within him as he galloped back to Hie town. There^ 
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bustle and confusion reigned supreme. The streets were 
thronged with citizens and soldiers; and, though the hour 
was late, Hie hum of many voices showed that aQ were upon 
the qui vive. 

As he passed the old house of the High-riggs, in the gloom 
of the autumnal night, he nearly rode oyer a man whose grey 
plaid and broad bonnet indicated him to be a peasant. 
" Hollo, friend! — ^I crave your pardon." 
*' Groode'en to you, Mr. Eenton ; you ride with a slack rein 
for a cavalier," replied the other in a thick voice, after a brief 
pause. 

" Ha ! you know me, and it seems as if your yice was not 

unfamiliar ; but the night is so dark. You are " 

'* Caplain Napier, of the Scots-Dutch," replied the other 
in a low voice. 

*' Astonishment ! Unwary man, know you not that the 
council have placed a price on you, dead or alive P Is it 
madness that prompts you to venture, in this Cameronian 
disguise, within a city swarming with royal troops P" 

" No, sir," replied the other haughtily ; " but the serTioe 
of William, prince of Oranffe." 

'* For God s sake, sir, hum ! These words are enough to 
raise the very stones in the streets against you." 

" Enough, young spark. I have been too long under the 
ban of Scotland's accursed misrulers not to have learned 
caution. But I know that he who addresses me is a man of 
honour." 

" I thank you, sir, for the compliment."-' 
" I believe vou to be honourable as I have found you 
brave, and wiU trust you when I cannot do better. I am 
bound for England, on the shores of which William of Orange 
will soon pour nis legions like another Conqueror. Hark you, 
Mr. Fenton, we are rivals in love as we are foes in faction ; 
and, though the goal we aim at is the same, our paths are 
widely different. The scene I saw and overheard this evening 
by the fountain, makes me long with the hatred of a ti^er 
rather then the spirit of a Christian man to slay you ; for/oy 
the might of God ! no mortal shall ever cross ihe path or 
purpose of Quentin Napier, while his hand can hold a rapier 
or level a pistol ! 

"Walter Fenton, from my boyhood, I have loved that 
amiable girl, and there was a time when I fondly thought she 
loved me too. Necessity forced me into the ranks of the 
Stadtholder. In the campaigns in Zealand and Flanders, 
amid the turmoil of war, her image almost faded from my 
mind ; but when again we met, my memory went back to the 
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pleasant days of oxir younger years — all the first hopes and 
fond feelings of my neart returned to their starting-place. 
'Twas thou that diaat destroy this spell ! And well it is for 
thee, youth, that I am unarmed ; for strong in my heart at 
. this moment, is the power of the spirit of darEness." 

** Sir," replied Walter, scomftilly, " this is the mere Came- 
ronian cant of the Scots brigade ; and had I pistols " 

" The dust beneath our ^et should drink the heart's blood 
' of one or both of us ! By the heaven that hears me, it should 
be so!" 

At that moment the balefire on the cone of Arthur's Seat 
suddenly burst forth into a lurid flame, and, flaring on the 
night wmd in one broad forlnr sheet, seemed to turn the dark 
mountain into a volcano, and, tipping its ridgy outline with 
light, brought it forward in relief fi^m the idcy sky beyond. 
. Tne turreted battlements of Heriot's Hospital, and the case- 
ments of the towering city, were reddened by the gleam, and 
a faint light ^wed on the pale contracted features of Quen- 
. tin Napier, fle smiled grimly. 

" How long have Hooked forward to the time when yonder 
blaze would redden on our Scottish hills ! Tlie time hath 
come! Farewell," he said, grasping Walter's hand with 
fierce energy, while his voice became deep and hoarse; 
" blows will soon be struck, and we may — toe mtist-^ixieet in 
the field. When that hour comes, spare me not ; for by the 
Power who this night heard your plighted troth, and from 
His throne in heaven hears us now, I wiU not spare thee." 

" Till then, adieu," replied Walter, with something of pity 
mining in his pride and scorn. 

"But that you may fall by other hands than these, is the 
best I can wish you. You were generous once, and I respect 
while I abhor you." 

They separated. 

A ferocious rival and uncompromising traitor were within 
his grasp, and efiectually he might have crushed both in one : 
but ne could not forget that this stem and cold-blooded par- 
tisan was the kinsman of Lilian Napier, and one who trusted 
in his honour. 

As he urged his horse towards the Bristo Port, the great 
forges of the foundry, where formerly the Covenanters had 
cast their cannon, were in full operation, and the rays of those 
lurid pyramids of fire, that shot upwards from their towering 
cones, produced a wild and beautind effect as they fell on the 
fimtastic projections and deep recesses of the old suburbs, and 
the long une of crenelated wall which girdled the city, on the 
dark and ancient college of King James, and on the groups of 
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amdoas citizens gathered at their windows «id onisidevstainr^ 
conyersing in subdued tones on those ''coming evente" 
which were already casting their shadows before. As Walter 
passed, their voices died away, and many a lowering eye ww 
bent upon him, while not a few shouted injuricRis epithets, 
and chanted '* lAllibulero bullen a la" the !Auu»eillaise hymn 
of the Scottish reyolutionists. 

The arcades orpiazzas in the High-street were crowded by 
a noisy mob. The whole city seemed on tip-toe from ti^ 
High-riggs to the Palace Gate, and many an eye was turned 
to where, like stars upon the west and northern hills, the 
answering balefires threw abroad the light of alarm. No man 
had yet dared to assume the blue cocMcade of the Covemmt ; 
but the £Etces of the " sour-featured Whigs '* were become 
radiant with hope in anticipation of their coming triumph and 
revenge. Guarded by Buchan's musketeers, the ficottiah 
train of artillery was <£rawn up near the Tron, wheel to wheel, 
limbered and ready for service ; while cavalier officers, with 
their waving plumes and scarfs, guardsmen, and di^oons in 
their flashing armour, galloped hurriedly from street to street. 

Women were wailing, and soldiers crowding and revelling 
in and around the hostels and taverns, and the whole city was 
one scene of universal confusion, noise, and dismay. Followed 
by six of his splendidly accoutred cavaliers, Claverhouse (now 
Minor-Geneisai Viscount Dundee) dashed up from the palace 
at roll gallop. All shrunk back as he swept forward on some 
mission of miportance to the duke of Gordon, "the cock of 
the north," who commanded in the castle of Edinburgh, and, 
fired by the gallant air of Claverhouse, Walter felt ms heart 
glow with ardour for the military splendour of the coming day. 



CHAPTER XXXII. 

THE MASGH TOB ENGLAND. 

The neighynge of the war-horse prowde* 

The rowleinge of the drum; 
The clangour of the trumpet lowde. 

Be Boundes firum heaven that come. 
Then mount, then mount, brave gallants tU, 

And don four helmes amaine ; 
Death's coiuiers — ^fame aad honour— call 

Us to the field againe. 

Scots Sono. 

Led by General James Douglas, a brother of the duke of 
Queenberry, the Scottish army was to march to London in 
three columns or divisions. xLe commanded the &ot invpozw 
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son ; Major-General Yisooimt Dundee led the cayalry ; tbe 

laird of Lan(^ the train of artillery. 

By grey dawn on the 2l8t of l^eptember, ihe boom of a 

cannon pealed firom ihe ramparts of the castle over the city, 

and echoed among the craigs of Salisbury and the woods tyf 

Warrender and Dmmsheugh. It was the warning gmi ; and 

immediately the varying cadence of the cavalry trompets 

sounding to horse, and the infantry drums beating the g^n^rale, 

an old summons that has often gained the malison of the 

wearied soldier, rang within the nacrOw thoroughfares of 

Edinburgh. 

" I tiiougfat I heard the Qeneral say, — 
*Tis time to roose, and march away ! >* 

Poor Lilian had passed a restless night ; she slept only to 
dream, and awoke only to weep, and to feel that no tears are 
more bitter than those shed unseen by lonely sorrow in the 
solitude of night. Many a youi^ heart was crushed with 
grief, and many a bright eye sleep&ss and tearful in anticipa- 
tion of the morrow's separation, perhaps for ever. Many a 
fierce and enthusiastic religioso looked forward to the march 
of his countrymen as a relief from thraldom, and the 
dawn of a day of vengeance on the upholders of " the Great 
Beast." 

Novo that morrow was come, and the ruddy sun arose above 
the Lammermuirs to shed his morning glor^r on the woods of 
russet brown, from the bosky depths of which tiie lark, the 
gled, and the eagle were winging their way aloft. 

Lilian looked forth from her turret-window, and the very 
brightness of that beautiful morning, in contrast to the gloom 
of her thoughts, made her heart feel more sad and lonely. 
The stem facade of the andent chateau gleamed in the light 
of the rising sun, and the few flowers of autumn lifted up their 
heavy peta£ as the warm rays absorbed the diamond dew. 
Hastily and less carefully than usual, the duties of the toilet 
were dismissed, and deeply the young girl sighed as she 
braided her auburn hair, for now there was no one whom cdie 
oared to please. Bright and cloudless though the morning, to 
her a gloom seemed to veil everything ; but she mastered her 
grief until Meinie Elshender, her tirewoman, burst into an un- 
<K>ntrollable fit of lamentation over the departure of her light- 
hearted Hab ; upon which Lilian, infected by her sorrow, could 
no longer restram herself, and the two girls wept together. 

" OH, Lady Lilian, another hour will see our braw lads owre 
tiie hills and awa ! Hech-how ! " sobbed the disconsolate 
bower-maiden, " I am glad that muckle tyke. Tarn o* the 
Boggs, is no gaun too. Til be sure o' kha gif puir Hab 's shot 



256 



THS SCOTTISH CATAUXB. 



by the Hollanders. Eh, sirs, that erer I should 
and she sobbed comfortably between sorrow and 

'< Oh that Annie of Mazwelton woxdd come ! 
'' she is ever so lighthearted, so joyoos and gay- 
were a godsend. Poor Annie! another week 
see^ her wedding-day, and now her Donglas 
Dunbarton to bame— perhaps to death." 

"Yonder are her chairmen," replied Meini( 
appeared in the avenue ; ** and my liady Dnnbi 
coach, and madam this and my lady that — ewhoi 
hae a fo' hall to-day." 

Numerous yehicles were seen approaching, 
were to march southward by the Burghmxdr, an( 
of rank and fashion were arriving, to oehold th( 
from a platform erected within the orchard-i 
field, and overlooking the rough old quarries andl 

f round that bordered the Burghloch. Lilian fletj 
arbican, and embraced her friend. Though asi 
as usual, Annie was very pale, and the breeze of I 
when it lifted her heavy locks, showed the 
beautiftd cheek below. Her innocent gaiety 
had fled together ; her spirit had evaporated, an^ 
sad, she sorrowfully kissed her paler iriend. 

The orchard was higher than the roadway, 
overlooked like a rampart, and there numerous 
chairs were placed for the convenience of the " 
every moment arriving, each in a greater state 
excitement than the last, to view the troops on 
march. Various pieces of tapestry were spi 
. parapet, and an ancient standard or two, and sevc 
of laurel tastefully arranged by the gardener,! 
orchard-wall like a balcony at a Lsted tournament. 
Lady Grizel was merry and grave by turns, ' 
stately and hospitable. With her the day had 
passed, when the march of a mailed host could 
sensations in her bosom than those of pity for the 
brave who mi^ht return no more. The beautiful 
Dunbarton veiled her anxiety under an admirable 
face and suavity of manner ; while Lilian, Annie 
many other fair girls who had lovers and relationi|| 
harness," were clustered together, a pale and 
that conversed in low whispers. 

The moss-grown trees of the ancient orchard ei 
faded foliage over them ; behind rose the striking 
the old manor-house, with its round projecting t 
high-peaked gables glowing in the early rays of the sun, 
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streamed redly and aslant from the southern ridge of Arthur's 
Seat, liffhting with a golden gleam the mirrored laJce that 
rolled iQmost to the orchard wall. A light shower had Mien 
iust before dawn, and everything was bri^tened and refreshed. 
The dew yet flittered on the waving branches and the bending 
grass, and 'vmite as snow the morning mists rolled heavily 
aronnd the base of the verdant hills, or curled, in a thousand 
vapoury and beautifrd forms, in the safi&on glory of the rising 
sun. The dewy autumnal breeze was laden with balm and 
fragrance. The first-fallen leaves rustled in the long grass ; 
the corbies and wood-pigeons were wheeling aloft, and the 
swan and the heron floated on the still bosom of the loch. 

Bright though the morning, and beautiful the scenery, the 
group assembled near Bruntisfleld were thoughtful and 
reserved ; ajij little chit-chat in which they had indulged 
while Lady Grizel was detailing the duke of Hamilton's march 
for England in her younger days, died away, when the far-ofl 
notes of military music and the increasing hum in the city, 
announced that " they were coming." 

" Hark ! " said Lady Dunbarton, " now they are approach- 
ing. 'Tis by Lord Dundee's advice they march throu^ the 
entire lengtn of the city, from the Girtn Cross to the l^orts- 
buTffh, that their array may intimidate the false Whigs, who 
are nourly crowding in from all quarters." 

Beneam where me ladies were seated, the roadway was 
thronged with cottars from the adjacent hamlets ; and many 
an eye was turned wistfully to the road that wound by the 
western rhinns of the loch towards the old baronial manor of 
the Lawsons, that on the Highriggs, as before mentioned, 
terminated i^e ancient suburb of fortsburgh. From thence 
a dense mass was seen debouching : the sound of the drum, 
and the sharper note of the trumpet, were heard at intervals, 
while pikes glittered, banners waved, and hoofs rang, and 
every heart beat quicker as the troops approached ; for, even 
in our own matter-of-fact age, there are few sights more 
stirring than the departure of a regiment for foreign service ; 
but then it was the entire regular force of the kingdom en 
masse on the march for another land. Dense crowds occupied 
the whole roadway ; for though the Scottish government had 
few friends, aU the idlers of me city were pouring ibrth from 
its southern gates. 

England was still a foreign and rather hostile country, and 
London was " an unco and far-awa place" (much more so than 
Calcutta is now) ; and persons on meir departure, therefore, 
received the condolences of their friends; on their return, 
were welcomed by joy and congratulation, and were regarded 

II. 8 
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Tidth wonder and interest like the ancient mariners who had 
doubled Cape JN'on. And thns the Edinburghers, accordin? 
to their yarioos hopes, fears, hates and wishes, regarded with 
tmusual amdety the departure of their countrymen. 

SaTe our brave Hij^hlanders, fifty-seven yeass afterwards, 
this was the last Soottuh host that ever marched into England. 

Ezrst came an advanced guard of horse grenadiers, who 
wore scarlet coats over their steel corslets, and had high iur 
d^s; they were armed with long muskets, bayonets, and 
hammer-hatchets, and wore grenado-pouches on their left 
side, to balance the cartridge-boxes on the right. 

Led by the laird of Lundin, master of the ordnance, next 
camo the train of artillery, with trumpets sounding and ketde- 
drums beating; the mysiTOsses marching with shouldered 
pikes on each side of the polished brass cannon ; the fire- 
masters on horsebacky distinguished by waving plumes and 
golden scarfs. Kearly sheathed in complete armour of Charles 
me First's time, four gentlemen-of-the-cannon rode on each 
side of the great flag-gun, which was drawn by eight horses. 
The ScottiML standards — one with St. Andrew's cross, the 
other with the lion, ^es — ^were displayed irom its carriage, 
on which sat two little kettle-drummers beating a march. It 
was followed by the gins, capstans, forge-waggons, and a 
troop of horse with their swords drawn. 

Then the column of cavalry filed past ; all fierce and select 
cavidier troopers, many of them mured to service by the 
civil wars of eight-and-twenty years. Claverhouse's life 
ffuardsmen, in their polished plate-tmnour, wearing white 
horsehair streaming j&om thdr helmets ; — all were splendidly 
mounted, and rode with the butts of their carbines resting on 
tiieir thighs. Thej were greeted by a burst of acclamation 
from the ladies, for these dashing horsemen were the Ghiardi 
Nobili, the Prsetorian band of Scotland. Douglas's regiment 
of red-coat horse, and the earl of Dunmore's dragoons, the 
Soots Greys in their janissary caps, buff coats, and iron 
pcmo^y, brought up the rear. 

Neat came the infantry ; the two battalions of the Fusilier 
Gxiards, clad in coats, breeches, and stockings, all of bright 
scarlet, with white scarfe and long feathers ; the officers 
marching with half-pikes, and the soldiers with lighted 
matches ; the battalions of the Scots Musketeers in their 
round morions and corslets of black iron ; the earl of Mar's 
fusiHers, Wauchop's regiment, &c. &c., poured past in rapid 
and monotonous succession, till the rear-guard of horse and 
a few pieces of artfllery, with a long line of sumpter-horses, 
bidets, and peddies> or grooms, closed the rear. 
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Erom a dondless sky, full upon their long line of march, 
the br^ht sun poured down his morning splendonr; tiie 
hlare of the brazen trumpet and the ringing bugle-hom,. the 
clashing cymbal and the measured beat of me dram, rang in 
the ecEoing sky and adjacent woodlands; while, like the 
ceaseless rush of a river, the tread of many marching feet, the 
tramp of the horses, the clank of chain-briales, steel scabbards, 
and bandoliers, the lumbering roU of the brass cannon and 
shot-tumbrils of the train, Med up the intervals of the air 
which all their bands were playmg, — ^the famous old Scots 
march, composed for the guard of iflng James Y. 

Never before had Walter Fenton fefi such exultation, or so 
proud of the banner that waved over his shoulder ; and his 
heart seemed to bound to every crash of the martial music 
that loaded the morning wind. It is impossible to portray 
the glow of chivahy iiiat stirs a heart like his at such a time. 

Amid the dust of the long array in front, the innumerable 
bright points of armour, and accoutrements, and weapons, 
were sparkling and flashing, and, when viewed from the dis- 
tant city*, the host of horse and foot, with standards waving, 
resembled a vast gilded snake sweeping over the Burghnmir; 
and gliding between its old oak tr^ and broomy knolls 
towards the hilla of Braid. It was a scene which no man 
could behold without ardour and admiration, or without that 
gush of enthusiasm which stirs even the most sluggish 
spirit— 

*' When hearts are all high beating. 
And the trumpet's voice repeating 

That song whose breatii 

Maj lobd to deatli. 
But never to retreating." 

"Ah! Douglas," said Walter to his friend, "I feel that 
all the romance of my boyish dreams is about to be realized. 
My breast seems too narrow for the emotions that glow 
within it. Love " 

" Yes, Fenton, it is the most powerful of all human passions ; 
but a desire for military glory is scarcely less strong. Yet, 
bethink thee, Fenton, how sadly an old veteran's memory 
retraces the ardour of such an hour as this." 

" To me it almost counterbalances the pain of parting from 
yonder dear girl ; " and, while speaking, he bowed repeatedly 
to Lilian and kissed his hand, for they were now beneath inB 
orchard wall. Long and sad was me glance he gave that 
fair face, every featore of which was indelibly impr^sed on 
his heart. Her vivacity was gone, and her cheek pale ; her 
heart was wrung with aaguish, thoo^ it flutterea with the 

s2 



260 THB SCOTTISH CAVALIBB. 

excitement around her. Even the gay Annie was nnusnallj 
grave, and her dark blue eyes were nnmid with the heavy 
tears that trembled on their long black lashes. 

" Farewell, Annie," said Douglas, looking up to her with 
intense feeling. " Farewell, my love. ' Horse and spear' is 
the slogan now." 

The aspect of Dunbarton's Eoyals elicited a burst of ap- 
plause, and the ladies threw flowers among their passing 
ranks. That surpassing state of discipline and steadiness 
which th^ had acquirea under the great De Martinet (that 
phoenix or adjutants and paragon of drills), whose fame is 
known throughout all the armies of Europe, had not passed 
away. 

from the richness of their accoutrements, they seemed 
one mass of vivid scarlet and polished steel. The musketeers 
and pikemen (every corps haa still a proportion armed with 
that ancient weapon) wore a close round morion of iron with 
cheek-plates clasped xmder the chin : those of the ofiicers 
were of burnished steel, surmounted by dancing plumes of 
white ostrich-feathers. The cuirasses and gorgets of the 
captains were of the colour of gold ; the lieutenants' were of 
black, studded with gold ; and those of the ensigns were of 
silver,— and all had embroidered sword-belts and crimson 
scarfs with golden tassels. The corslets of the soldiers were 
of black iron, crossed by their collars of bandoliers, little 
wooden cases, each contaming a charge of powder ; the balls 
were carried loose in a pouch on the left side, balanced by a 
priming-hom on the right. Their scarlet coats were heavily 
cuffed and richly braided, and each was armed with a sword 
in addition to his brieht-barrelled matchlock. With tall fiir 
caps, and coats slashed and looped, led by Gravin of that ilk, 
their grenadiers marched in front, with hammer-hatchets, 
slung carbines, swords, daggers, and pouches of grenades. 
Such was the aspect of the regular Scottish infantiy of that 
period ; and certainly it was not a little imposing.* 

At the head of his regiment rode the brave earl of Dun- 
barton, with the curious mask or visor (then appended to the 
helmet) turned upward, revealing his dark and noble features ; 
his coat of scarlet, richly laced, was worn open to display his 
corslet of bright steel, which was inlaid with ^ola. The 
mihtary wig escaped from beneath the plumed headpiece, and 
flowed in long curls over his shoulders ; and he rode with his 
baton rested on the top of his lone jack-boot. Still more 
gaily armed and accoutred, the haadsome viscount of 
Ihmdee rode on lus left ; and on the right, the dark-visaged 
. i .. / . * Royal Oxdera of the day. 
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and sinister-eyed James Douglas of Queensberry, the general 
commanding, managed a spirited black charger; and on 
passing the ladies, the three cayaUer leaders bowed until their 
plumes mingled with their horses' manes. 

The yenerable Sir Thomas Dalyel, attired in his antique 
buff coat, steel cap, and long boots, and with his preposterous 
white beard streaming in the wind, galloped up, baton in 
hand, to pay his devotr» to Lady Gfnzel and her visitors — 
making, as he reined up, such a reverence as might have been 
fashionable at the court of his ferocity the czar of Muscovy. 
A crowd of tenants and cottars who loitered near, shrank back 
with ill-disguised fear and aversion as the " auld persecutor " 
approached. 

" A fearfu' man, whose face is an index o' his heart," mut- 
tered Elsie Elshender, shaking her clenched hand at hini 
behind Meinie's back. " 'Tis just such a beard the warlocks 
and the deil have on, when they meet the witches at their 
sabbath on the Calton." As she spoke, the keen stem eye of 
the veteran cavalier chanced to fail full upon her, and the old 
woman trembled lest he might divine her thoughts, if he had 
not overheard her words — so great was the terror entertained 
of his real and imaginary powers. 

" Ye say true. Cummer Elsie," whispered Symon, the 
cround baillie, a grim old fellow, clad in hodden srej, wearing 
nis Sunday bonnet and plaid, a staff in his hand, and a 
broadsword at his side. " He hath the mark of the beast on 
his frontlet. Hah ! I have seen as muckle bravery displayed 
in the moss o* Drumdog, but the cheer of the oppressor 
was changed ere the gloaming fell. But better tmies are 
coming, Elsie ; better days are coming, and then sail ' the 
children of Zion be joyful in their king.' " 

Sir Thomas Dalyel, who 

" like CIayer*se fell chiel. 
Was in lea^e wi* the deil,'* 

and had of course been rendered bullet-proof in consequence 
of this infernal compact, from his style of conversation 
was ill calculated to soothe the anxious fears of those he 
addressed. 

" How, Sir Thomas P" said Lady Grrizel Napier, " I knew 
not that you were boune for England." 

" Nor am I, please you, maoam," replied the old cavalier, 
standing in his stirrups, erect as a pike. " I am getting owre 
auld in the horn now. Eighty years, sarty of whilk were 
spent imder harness, are begmning to tell sairly on me at 
last ; and that frosty auld canie, Time, hath whispered lon^ 
that my marching days are weel nigh over. But, please Qoc^ 
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I may die in my buff coat yet, gif the tide of war roUg 
northward I woidd fain see a few more blows exchanged on 
Scottish turf before I am laid below it." 

" I marvel not, Sir Thomas," said the gentle yonng coimtess 
of Dnnbarton, " that the sight of these passing bands ronses 
your nobler spirit, when I, who am so timid, feel myself in- 
spired with a false ardour and courage." 

" Most noble ladies, the heart would indeed be a eauld 
one, that felt nae £re in sic an hour as this. By my faith, 
even my auld troop-horse, grey Marston, kittles up his lugs 
at ihe fanfare o' the trumpet, like a Don Cossack at the cry 
of plimder. Puir Marston," he added, patting the neck of 
his charger, " I fear our fighting days are now gone by, unless 
the Dutch rapscallions come north, whilk may God direct, 
that auld Tammas o' the Binns may strike three strokes on 
steel for Scotland and his king, ere this baton is laid on his 
cofiBn-lid. Tis a brave sifht, hulies, and Douglas hath under 
his banner some brave huls as ever marched to battle or 
breach. But I like not this new invention, whilk is callit the 
bayonet, preferring the good old Sweyn's feather, which 
repels the neaviest brigade of horse like a stane dyke. 

" Lady Grrizel, I heard you speak just now of the Mareehal- 

Gcneral Xesly. He was a d d auld round-headed cur, 

and his brigades of sour blue-bonnets were no more to be 
compared to our lads that marched to Worcester, than e^g- 
shelb are to cannon-balls. But had you seen the Musco^nte 
host on the march for Samoieda, m that year when we 
beleaguered and sacked and overran the whole shores of the 
iFrozeh Ocean, ye would have seen marching to their last 
campaigns some of the prettiest cavaliers that ever ate 
horseflesh or slashed the head off a Tartar. Now, God's 
murrain on the southern clodpoles!" began Sir Thomas, 
commencing some fierce tirade against the English, for he 
was a Scot of the oldest school. 

" Fie, knight of Binns !" said Annie Laurie ; " you forget 
that my Ladjr Dunbarton is southland bred." 

" Sweet mistress, I crave pardon of her gentleness. But 
I am owre auld to pick my words now. I say as my fathers 
have said ; I think as my fathers have thocht." 

"Your servant, SirThomas. — ^Ladies your humble servant!" 
said that unconscionable bore, Lord Mersington, who at that 
moment rode up with Clermistonlee. " Hee, hee, general — 
seeing your aula friends awa again — * bodin in effeir of weir,* 
as the acts say P" 

" Yea, my lord. You, too, hae seen some work like this 
in yonr time.'' 
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" Ay. At Dunbar I rode in iihe troc^ of the College of 
Justice, and exchanged the judge's wig for the trooper'g 
morion ; ye ken, when drams beat, laws are dumb." 

" Then Heaven send they may beat for ever and aye. A 
bonnie hke troop o' auld carlms your lordship's justiciars 
were, and memlywe stark cavauers of the French and 
Swedish wars laughed when Monk's regiment of foot, whilk 
are now denominate the Goldstreamers, routed ye like sae 
mony schule bairns.*' 

" Under favoxa. Sir Thomas, I hold that to be* leasins- 
making, hee, hee ! and though we laugh owre it now as auM 
gossips, I mind the day when blades h^ been drawn on it." 

Clermistonlee, while endeavouring with equal skill and 
grace to curb his restive horse, &K.ed his dark gloating eyes 
on Lilian Napier, and gave her a profound bow ; but, wdl 
aware of what his intentions had long been towards her, 
instead of acknowledging it> she coldly turned away, and took 
the arm of Annie Laurie. She was too gentle to glance dis- 
dainfully, but an indignant blush crimsoned her cheek, and 
she withdrew to another part of the parapet. Clermistonlee 
bit his proud lip with vexation ; but the nerce gleam of his 
dark eye passed unobserved by all save Juden, who, hke Ids 
shadow, was never far off. 

" My lord Clermistonlee, we will hae but a toom toun now, 
when our brave bucks and braw fellows have a' marched 
southward," saidDalyel. 

"Many a fair damsel sees her stout leman for the last 
time," replied his lordship, with a soft smile at Lilian ; '' bat 
keep bola hearts, fair lames — ^there are as handsome fellows 
left behind as any that march under the baton of James 
Douglas." 

'' As gude fish iu the sea as e'er cam' out o't, hee, hee !" 

" True," retorted Annie Laurie ; " but such gay fellows as 
your lordships are too economical of their persons to suit the 
taste of a bold border lass." 

*' Lideed, Mistress Laurie ! But according to love h la 
mode, one leman is q^uite the same as another.' 

" Whilk," said Sir Thomas Dalyel, with a deep laugh, in- 
terrupting a sharp retort of Anme's, "whilk were the very 
words a certain Muscovite damsel sam to me, after h^ 
husband's head had been chopped off by the ungracious 
Tartars. I construed it into a lunt that I was to occupy his 
place, and I was but owre happy, for 'tis a cold country, the 

land of the Russ and ^but, dags and pistols ! here cometh 

the rear-guard already ! and as there are some lads marching 
owre yonder brae, with whom I would fain confer for the last 
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time, I must crave your ladyship's pardon, with leave to follow 
the line of route." 

Erect in his stirrups, with toes pointed upwards and baton 
depressed, the old cavalier made a profound obeisance, and 
notwithstanding his great age dashed at full gallop through 
the crowd amidst an ill-repressed shout of hatred and 
execration from amongst it. 

** An auld iU-faured persecuting devil!" said Elsie 
Elshender, shaking her withered hs^d after him; "a tor- 
mentor o' God*s worthiest servants, a Cain among the sons o' 
men — a fear^' tyrant, and suited to fearfu' times. Gude 
keep us ; look at the doken blade he spat on ; there is a hole 
brunt clean through it." 

" His horse's hoofs mak* runnin' water boil," added Syme 
the baillie's wife in a low voice. 

" Silence, cmnmers ! " said Juden Stenton, " or you'll hae 
the steel jougs locked round your jaws the mom, and may-be 

fet a het tar-barrelling after, for speaking sae freely o* your 
etters." 

Sir Thomas reined up alongside of the three generals, whom 
for several miles he bored with musiy maxims, obsolete 
tactics, and strange advice, anent the superiority of Sweyn's 
feathers over the screwed dagger (or bayonet), and fiiriously 
condemned the slinking of carbines in burets in lieu of 
shoulderbelts, as in me days of Montrose— expatiated on the 
method of forming square with the grenadiers covering the 
angles, and making the bringers-up (or third rank) entirely of 
musketeers. He particularly impressed upon General Douglas 
the meiliod of posting musKcteers among the horse and dra- 
eoons in alternate regiments — a tactic of that Star of the 
Sorth, the great Gustavus of Sweden, and used by Prince 
Itupert at liong Marston-moor, — ^and after a fierce tirade 
agamst Sir James Weniys's leather-cannon for field service, 
and a few words about the Muscovites, this veteran soldier of 
fortune bade them adieu near the Balm-well of St. Catherine, 
which lay yet a ruin, just as Cromwell's puritans had left it 
thirty-eight years before, when sixteen thousand of them en- 
camped on the Gullaehlaw-hill. There Dalvel parted with 
'* bluidy Dunbarton, Douglas, and Dundee,' never to meet 
again ; for though he saw it not, the haiid of death was 
a&eady stretched over the venerable " persecutor," and exile, 
war, wounds, and death were the portion of the others. 

lion^, long remained the fair young countess watching the 
glittermg columns as they wound over the Burghmuir, and 
ascended tiie hills of Braid, and imtil the faintest tap of the 
drams died away on the wind, and the helmets of me rear- 
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guard flashed a farewell ray in the eyening sun, as they dis- 
appeared over the distant mils. 

Then the grief of Lilian could no longer be restrained, for 
a heavy sense of utter desolation fell upon her heart. 

" Oh, Annie, Annie ! " she exclaimed, and throwing herself 
upon the bosom of her friend, burst into a passion of tears. 

The bustle, the glitter, and the music, all combined, had 
caused an unnaturtu degree of excitement, and had sustained 
their spirits while the troops were pouring past, enabling 
them to behold with calmness a thousand tender partings. 
AU now were away — silence and stillness succeeded — ^the ex- 
citement had evaporated, and they experienced an unnerving 
reaction which rendered them miserable, and they wept with- 
out restraint for the lovers that had left them — ^perhaps for 
ever. 



CHAPTEE XXXIII. 

THB HAWK AlfD THE DOYE. 

O wae be to the orders, that marched my love awa, 

And wae be to the cmel cause that gars my tears* dounfa* ; 

The drums beat in the morning, before the screich o* day, 

The wee "fifes played loud and shriU, and yet the mom was grey; 

The bonnie flags were a' unftirled, a gallant sight to see. 

But waes me for my soldier-lad, that marched to Grermanie. 

MOTHKRWELL. 

The intense sadness of Lilian for some days after the march 
of the troops, soon led Lady Grizel to suspect that her heart 
and hopes were away with the Scottish host ; and the blush 
that ever suflused her cheek on Walter's name being men- 
tioned, convinced the old lady that her conclusions were just. 
Lilian knew well what was passing in the mind of her grand- 
aunt, and as she had never hitherto concealed a thought from 
her, she threw herself upon her neck, and with tears, olushes^ 
and agitation, which made her innocence appear more than 
ever cnarming, confesse^l how she and Walter Eenton had 
plighted their solemn troth, and showing his ring, implored 
ner pardon and her blessing upon them both. 

" Grod bless thee, mine own dear child ! '* said the kind old 
lady ; " though poor Walter Fenton hath nothing on earth 
but his heart and his sword, and though I mi^t wish a 
longer pedigree than he, good lad, can boast of, stul I esteem 
him for his manly bearing — ^I love him for lus generosity : 
and I have ever loved thee, Lilian, much too well to with- 
hold aught on which thy happiness depends. May the kind 
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God bless thee, my fair-haired bairn ! and may thy love be 
fortunate and happy as it is innocent and pure ! " 

Lilian's heart was full, and she wept on the breast of her 
kind old kinswoman. 

After a time the idea did occur to Lady Brontisfield, that 
the fbrst-love of her grand-niece, who since the captain's oat- 
Iswry had become the only hope and last representative of an 
old baronial race, shonld be a nameless and penniless soldier, 
aboat to become a partisan in a dangerous civil war, was a 
matter for serious deliberation ; but her blessing had been 
given, her honour had been pledged, and neither could be 
now withdrawn. She remembere(^ too, that if William oon- 
ouered in the coming struggle, that Lilian would be dowerless ; 
m fm her own demise, me lands of Bruntisfield and the 
Wrytes (of which, as before stated, she had but a life-rent) 

Eassed to her nephew, the captain of the Scots Dutch, as next 
eir of entail ; and she knew that the crafty Lord Clermis- 
tonlee, who had long been Lilian's avowed suitor, based his 
mercenary and ambinous hopes mainly on breaking this law, 
by bringing the unfortunate captain under the ban of the 
council, now no difficult matter, as he had openly joined the 
standard of the prince of Orange. 

Though his lordship's rank made him, in one respect, an 
eli^ble suitor, his general character for cruelty, debauchery, 
and every fa^onable vice, caused him to be viewed with 
detestation by all, save a few wild and kindred spirits ; and 
there were current certain dark, and, perhaps, exaggerated 
stories concerning the death of his lady several years before ; 
and these, more Sian anything else, led every woman, in that 
moral age, to regard him willi secret horror. 

Yet Si admitted that he was pre-eminently a handsome 
man, and that none dressed so ma^iificently, danced more 
.gracefully, had better-trained hawks and hounds, or fleeter 
racers, than Bandal, Lord Clermistonlee. Notwithstanding 
all this. Lady Grizel would rather have seen her dear-lovea 
Lilian in the coils of a boa-constrictor than in his arms ; and 
as the image of the daring rouS came vividly before her, she 
blessed poor Walter more affectionately, ana kissing her fair 
grand-mece again, made her feel more happy than she ever 
uiought to have been in the absence of her lover. Sendered 
buoyant in spirit by the hopes which the affection and a{)pro- 
bation of her venerable kinswoman had kindled anew within 
her breast (for love and hope go hand in hand), she retired to 
the garden, to view, for the hundredth time, the spot where 
she nad plighted her faith and love to Walter Penton— a 
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species of handrfadmg in those days so solemn and binding, 
tnat it was almost esteemed a half-espousal. 

Day was dosing, and the old knotty oaks creaked monm^ 
fnlly m the evenmg wind : now their October foliage was 
crisped and brown ; the branches of many were bare and 
leafless, and the voice of the coming winter was heard on the 
hoUow gale ; while the &Ilen leaves and faded flowers, the 
apparent exhaustion and decay of nature, increased the idea 
of desolation in her mind, and poor lihan's heart swelled 
with the sad thoughts that oppressed it. Seated by the 
inossy dialstone, resigned to solitude and to sorrow, she 
yielded to the grief that gradually stole over her, and wept 

How vividly she recollected all the circumstances of that 
dear interview, and Walter's last injunction — "Bemember 
the hour beside the fountain, and forget not the 20th of 
September ! " The hour was tiie same, and the fountain was 
plashing with the same monotonous sound into the same carved 
basin, and the voice of Walter seemed to mingle with the 
echo of the falling water. 

'' Walter ! Walter ! " she exclaimed, and dipping her hands 
a^ain in the water, pressed to her lips the pledge he had 

fiven her at parting — ^his mother's ring, the only trinket he 
ad ever possessed m the world ; and mough sniall its appa- 
rent value, it contained a secret that was yet to have a potent 
influence on the fortunes of both. 

On the preservation of that ring depended the life of 
Walter and the mystery of his birth. 

Absence had now rendered more dear to her that love 
whi(^ preference, chance, and congenial taste had previously 
made the all-absorbing feeling of her heart. 

'* And he was here with me three weeks ago ! Only three 
weeks ! Alas ! dear Walter, if years seem to have elapsed 
since then, what will the time apjpear before we meet again P 
Oh, that I had the power of a miry, to behold him now ! " 
She turned her eyes to the south — to where, above its thick 
dark woods, the embattled keep of the Napiers of Merchiston 
closed the view. There she luid last seen the Scottish host 
winding over the muir, and remembered the last flash of arms 
in the sunlight, as a straggling trooper disappeared over the 
ridge. Her heart yearned within her, and her agitation in- 
creased so much that she reclined against the cold dialstone, 
and covered her face with her hands. 

At length she became more composed, and her grief gave 
way to softer melancholy, as the sombre tints of the b^my 
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autimmal eyening crept over the beautiful landscape. The 
sun was setting, and, amid the saiSron clouds, seemed to rest 
afar off, like a vast crimson globe above the dark pine-woods 
that cover the ridges of Corstorphine. The bright flush of 
the dying day stole along the level plain from the westward, 
lighting up the grated casements, the fantastic chimneys, and 
massive turrets of the old manor-house, and the gnarled 
trunks of its ivied beeches and old '* ancestral oaks." 

Pouring aslant from beneath a screen of dun vapour like a 
thunder-doud edged with gold, the sun's bright rays gave a 
warm but partial colouring to the scenery, glittering on the 
dark-green leaves of the hoUy hedges, then gaudy with clus- 
ters of scarlet berries, and rendermg more red the crisped 
and faded foliage that bordered the shining lake. White 
smoke curled up from many a cottage-roof embosomed among 
the coppice ; and as the sunbeams died away upon the stir- 
less woods and waveless water, Lilian recalled many an 
evening when, at the same hour, and in the same place, she 
had leant upon Walter's arm, and surveyed the same fair 
landscape ; and the memory of his remarks, and the tones 
of his voice, came back to ner with a fond but painful dis- 
tinctness. 

Hisr favourite pigeon, with the snow-white pinions and 
silver varvels, alighted on her shoulder, and nestled in her 
neck; but the caresses of her little pet were unheeded. 
IdUan neither felt nor heard them; her neart was with her 
thoughts, and these were far away, where the Scottish drums 
were ringing among the border hills and pathless mosses. 
The face, the air, the very presence of her lover, came vividly 
before the ardent girl ; like a vision of the second sight, she 
conjured them up, and his voice yet sounded in her ears as 
she had last heard it — softened, tremulous, and agitated ; but, 
alas ! now mountains rose and rivers rolled between them, 
and kingdoms were to be lost and won ere again she felt his 
kiss iipon her cheek. The dove seemed sensible of the sor- 
row that preyed upon its mistress, and, nestled in her soft 
bosom, lay stiU and motionless, with bowed head and trailing 
pinions. 

"By Jove! she is a magnificent being," said a voice. 
" Now, fair Lilian — ^now, by all that is opportune, you must 
hear me." 

She started, but was unable to rise, from confusion and 
fear. Lord Clermistonlee stood beside her. His dark velvet 
mantle half concealed his rich dress, as the plumes of his 
slouched hat did the sinister expression of his proud and im- 
pressive features. He was armed with his long sword and 
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dagger, aad had a brace of pistols in his girdle. A lar^e hawk 
sat upon his wrist, and the expression with which his large 
dark eyes were fixed on the shrinking sirl, found an exjSst 
counterpart in those of the hawk ^en regarding the 
trembling dove, which cowered in the bosom of its mistress. 
Prom the ardour of his glance, and a certain jauntiness in his 
air, it was evident that he was a little intoxicated, as usual. 

Inhan, in great terror, looked hurriedly around her. She 
was at the ex&emiiy of a spacious garden, and now the eyening 
was far advanced. Save old John Leekie, Ihe gardener, none 
could be within hearing ; and the cry she wouM have uttered 
died away upon her lips. Even had that venerable servitor 
approached, ne would soon have been knocked on the head by 
Juden Stenton, who lay close by, concealed like a snake in 
the holly hedge. 

" My lord, to what do I owe this sudden visit ?" 

" To the attractive power of your charms, my beauty." 

" Permit me to pass you,'* said Lilian, sharply. 

"Nay, my dearest Lilian," replied the lord, taking her 
hand, and retaining it in spite of all her efforts to the con- 
trary. " The very modesty that makes you shrink from my 
poHte admiration invests you with a thousand new attrac- 
tions." 

" Doubtless," said Lilian, with as much scorn as her gentle- 
ness permitted, ** politeness is the peculiar characteristic of 
your lordship ; and yours is not less flattering than your 
admiration." 

" My adorable girl I you transport me--you open up a new 
vista of hope to me in tnese words," said Clermistonlee, with 
something of real passion in his voice. '' Tou must be aware 
there are few dames in Scotland that would not be fliattered 
by my addresses ; and that few men in Scotland, too, would 
dare to cross me. For thee alone my heart has been reserved. 
On this £ur hand let me seal " 

" Nay, nay, my lord," urged Lilian, struggling to be free, 
and becoming excessively fr^htened. 

" By every sparkle of those beautifrd eyes, and the amiable 
vivacity that illumines them," continued his lordship, making 
a theatrical attempt to embrace her, — " suffer me to im- 
plore " 

"Help! help, for God*s sake!" exclaimed Lilian. "My 
lord, this insolence shall not pass unpunished." 

" Death and the devil ! Dost mock me, little one P Is it 
insolence thus to fall at your feet P — ^thus to pour forth my 
soul in rapture, where a kmg might be proud to Kneel P" 
. " My lord, you are the strangest mixture of pride, pre- 
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sumption, and absurdity, in all broad ScotUnd," said IflHaa, 
spiritedly. " I command you to unhand me, and to remem- 
ber that there is a pit imder the house where much hotter 
iq[nrits than yours have learned to become cool and respectful." 

He released her. 

'* The pretty moppet is quite in a passicm. My dear Lilian, 
why so cruel P Am I indeed so hateml that you despise me P" 

" O, no," said she, gently, touched with his tone, for his 
Toice was very persuasive, and his presence was surpassingly 
noble. ** I cannot hate one who has never wronged me ; and 
I dare not despise aught that God has made." 

" Then you only respect me the same as the cows in yonder 
parkP" 

" Heaven forbid, my lord, I should rate you so low !" 

" Joy ! beautiful Lilian. I now perceive that you do love 
me ; and that coy diffidence alone prerents you revealing the 
sentiments of your heart." And throwing his arms around 
her, he embraced her, despite all her struggles, and though 
the girl was strong and active. Thrice she shrieked aloud ; 
and having one h^d at liberty, seized Clermistonlee by his 
perftlmed and cherished moustoches, giving him a twist so 
severe, that he immediately released her, but still interposed 
between her and the house. His eyes sparkled with ill-con- 
cealed rage. 

" Hoity toity !" he muttered, stroking his moustaches, and 
surveying her with a gloomy expression. " May the great 
devil take me if I understand you !" 

Lilian now began to weep, and murmured— « 

" I request your Icnrdship to learn " 

"That thou lovest another P Damnation, little fool! art 
still favouring that beardless beggar, whom some Dutchman's 
bullet will hurl to his father in uie bottomless pit P" 

" Wretch !" exclaimed Lilian, with undisguised contempt. 
'' In heart and soul, Walter Fenton is as much above thee as 
the heavens are above the earth !" 

Stung by her words, the eyes of Clermistonlee glared, and 
his lips grew white: he looked round for some object on 
which to pour forth the storm of rage and jealousy that 
blazed within him. He saw the poor dove which nested in 
Lilian's breast, and, prompted by wickedness and revenge, 
suddenly snatched it away, and tossed it into the air ; then, 
quick as thought, he slipped the jess of scarlet leather that 
pound the fierce hawk to ms nether wrist, and like lightniuj^, 
it shot afber the terrified pigeon, and soared far in air above it. 

With fixed eyes and clasped hands, Lilian watched it ; and 
fl» intense was her fear for her farourite, that, in the immi- 
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nence of its danger she quite forgot her own. The stem eyes 
of Clennistonlee were alternately fixed on the soaring birds 
and on Lilian's pallid face ; and he grasped her tender arm 
with the force of a vice with one hand, while pointing npward 
to the dove with the other. 

" Behold ! thou foolish vixen," said he — " thou art the dove, 
and Jam the hawk; and thus shall I conquer in the end!*' 
Even as he spoke, the hawk soused down upon its quarry, 
and both sank to the earth. 

The pigeon was dead 1 

Lilian never spoke ; but bent upon h^ tormentor a glance 
of horror, scorn, and ccmtempt, so intense that he even quailed 
before it, while darting past him, she rushed towards the 
house. 

The iutruder then leaped the garden widl ; and, foEowed by 
his stout henchman, hurried towards Edinburgh. 



CHAPTEE XXXIV. 

A STATESMAN OF 1688. 

Ca31 yoa these news ? You migbt as well have told me, 
That old Waag Coil is dead, and graved at Kylesfield. 

I'll help thee out . 

Atbshibb Tkaobdt, Act II. 

Some weeks after this, at a late hour one night,. Lord Oler- 
mistonlee was seated by the ci^acious fireplace in his cham- 
ber-of-dais. He was alone. A supper of Grail capons and 
roasted crabs, a white loa^ and wme posset, had just been 
discussed ; and he was resorting to his favourite tankard of 
burnt sack, when a loud knocking was heard at the outer gate. 

His lordship was decidedlv in a bad humour : satiated with 
a long career of gaiety, he had resolved to give this night to 
retirement, to reverie, and to maturing ms plans against 
Lilian, whose beauty and manner in the last interview had 
inspired him with something like a real passion for her. He 
remembered with pain the hatred and the horror ex^essed in 
her parting glance. The memoiy of it had sunk deeply in his 
heart, and ne bitterly repented the destruction of her favourite 
TMgeon ; for he felt that this cruel act had increased the gvM 
between them. 

The knocking at the. gate recalled his thoughts. 

" *Sdeath !" said he, '* who dares to knock so loud and late P 
Ha ! it may be a macer of council ; we have had no news^ 
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from London for these fourteen days past. "Now, by all the 
devils, who can this be P" 

A person was heard ascending the stair, and singing in a 
very cracked voice the Old Hon&edth Psalm. Clermistonlee 
started, and looked around for a cane, marvelling who dared 
to insult him in his own house. A psalm ! he could hardly 
believe his ears. 

*' Pshaw !" said he, recognizing the voice, as Juden ushered 
in Lord Mersington, who entered unsteadily, balancing him- 
self on each leg alternately : his broad hat was awry, and his 
wi^ eone ; but a silk handkerchief tied round his head sup- 
plied its place. The learned senator was in one of his usual 
altitudes. 

"How now, gossip P" said Clermistonlee, impatiently; 
" whence this unwonted piety P" 

"Out upon thee, son of Belial! Dost not see that the 
spirit is strong within me P"' 

" Eather too plainly ; but sit down, man— thy tankard of 
burnt sack hath grown cold. Juden prepares it nightly quite 
as a matter of course. Any news from our army yetP" 

** None, none," replied the other, shaking his head with tipsy 
solemnity ; " but if matters go on as they seem likely to do, 
I maun een change, Bandal, or the grassy hohns and bonnie 
mains o' Mersin^n will gang to the deil before me ; and I'll 
hae my canting hizzie o' a wife back frae the west country to 
deave me wi* ranting psalms, and declaring against the crying 
sin o' the mass, papacy, prelacy, Arianism, and a* the rest o't." 
A glance of deep meaning accompanied this. 

" And I, to mend my fortune, must fiy my hawks more 
surely. JBon grS, mat ard, Lilian Napier must become Lady 
Clermistonlee, or my lord of tiiat ilk must boune him for 
another land." 

"Hee, hee! — and you are fairly tired o' following mad 
Mally Charteris, Maud o' Madertie, and my Lady Jean Gordon 
— ^hee, hee ! " 

" Stuff! — ^name them not. I am sick to death of all damsels 
who owe their beauty to sweet pomade, cream of Venice, 
Naples dew, and the devil's philters. Ah ! the blooming glow 
of health and loveliness that renders so radiant the gentle 
Lilian arises from none of these." 

" Ou' aye, ou* aye !" muttered Mersington, as he buried his 
weason face in the tankard. " You have been an awfu* chiel 
in your time, Eandal, and would restore the auld acts o' King 
Eugene HI. gif ttie coimoil would let ye — ^he, he ! " 

" By all the devils, I would ! " laughed the roud, curling his 
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moustaches, as be loonsed in liis well-cushioiied chair ; " thou 
knowest, good gossip, mat the great homed head of the hw 
always gave me a strong ffo^t for vice." 

** fiut Eugene's law wotdd matter little to you, Eandal — 
hee, hee ! jTe have but few women married within your 
fief or barony now." 

Clermistoxuee bit his lip as he replied : 

" You taunt me with my poverty, gossip ; but remember, 
that though I have lost my manor of Dnunsheugh, I con- 
sider that of Bnmtisfield as being nearly mine. Sir Archi- 
bald was an old cavalier, and standi high churchman ; and if 
the current of affairs (here his voice s^ik to a whisper) ^oes 
against tilie king, we may easily prevail upon the council to 
forfeit these lands to the state K>r ancient misdemeanors." 

'' And for the leal service done to the cause of grace in 
1670, 1 would move that the council bestow upon my noble 
friend, the Lord Clermistonlee — ^hee, hee ! — ^the haill in free 
heritage and firee barony for ever, with all the meithes and 
marches thereof (as the form in law sayeth), auld and cUvided 
as the same lie in length and breadth, in houses, bi^gings, 
mills, multures, &e., hawking, huntinff, fishing, eel-arkis, &c.» 
with court, plaint, and herezeld, and with nirk, fok, sack, 
sock, thole, thame, vert, wraik, waith, ware, venison, out- 
fangthief, infangthief, pit and gallows, and sae forth, with the 
tower, fortalice, or manor place thereof, and the couthie wee 
dame hersel into the bargam." 

" By Jove, thou art mad!" exclaimed Clermistonlee, who 
had listened with no little impatience and surprise to this 
rhapsody which the law lord brought out all at a breath. 

" Hee, hee ! the haill barony o* Bnmtisfield is a braw 
tocher ! — ^think o' its pertinents, forbye the lands o' Puddock- 
dub, whilk yield o* dear rental ten thousand merks after 
paying kirk and king ! " 

'* King and kirk, ^ou mean." 

" I say kirk and long — hee, hee ! The times are changing, 
and we maan change wi' them." 

'' Zounds ! I believe the old fool is too drunk to hear me. 
Harkee! gossip Mersington, you know I lost a thousand 
pounds to that addlepate, Holsterlee, on our race at Leith, 
where my boasted mare failed so devilishly." 

*' Had ye tar-barrelled the carlin Elshender, it would hae 
been another story," grumbled Juden, as he replenished the 
tankards. 

" A drowning man will cling to straws. By aU the devils, 
on that race hung the partial retrieval or utter ruin of my 

11. T 
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fartone ! 'Tis a debt of honour — the money is nnpaid, and 
must be discharged with others, even should I turn footpad 
to raise the testers." 

« 'Tis an auld song, Sandid — the fiig-end of a career o' 
widcedness and depraidty — ^birlin^ the wine-cix^, and flaunting 
wi' bona rohasy* replied Mersmgton, practising his now 
snuffling tone, and Bnalring his head wim solemn but tipsy 
grarity, in ihe new character his cunning led him to assume. 
''A just retribution on the crying sins, blasphnnies, and 
enormities, aoent whilk see the act (oamn the act !) committed 
in the days o' your dolefu' baokslidinff . I doubt youll hae 
to take a turn wi' the Scots Dufch, Ske Jock, the laird's 
brother." 

" My diiyelling gossip," said Cleimistonlee, with consider- 
able hauteur, '' you forget that it beseems not a baron to be 
so roughly sdiooled by the mere goodman of Mersington !* 

'' Byde ye there, biHv," exclaimed the other. '* Oudeman, 
quotha! we hold our nef by knight's service, of the Scottish 
crown ; and ken ye, Bandal, that such as hold their lands of 
the kinff diieot are styled lairds ; but such as held tibeir tacks 
of a subject were s^led jgudemen ; a custom hath lately gone 
into disuse, as Bosehaugh saith in his folio on Precedence." 

''Iddrd or lord, I cai<e not a brass bodle. No man shall 
aasame the part of monitor to me ! Again and again I have 
toM tiiee, Mersington, that my whde soul, for this year past, 
has been bent upon the possession of LOian Napier, ana her 
acres of wood and wold ; and dost think, gossip,^ that I, who 
hare subdued so many fine women (yea, and some deuced 
haughty ones, too), shall be baffled bj a litde moppet like 
this F Come, good gossip, assist me with thy advice. I have 
ever found your invention fertile, your advice able, your 
eunning matchless. Canst think of no new plan, by which 
to H ah ! who the devil can that be, now? he exclaimed, 
as another furious knocking at the outer gate cut short his 
adjuration ; and he listened anxiously, muttering, " 'Tis long 
past midnight ; some drunken mudlark, I warrant." 

^ A maoer o' council, my lord," exclaimed Juden, entering 
hazriedly, send laying a square note before his master, who let 
fall Ids wine-cup, as he examined the seal, which bore the 
coronet and coloured sleuth-hound of Perth. A red glow 
sufflised tiie dark cheek, and sparkled in the eyes of Clermis- 
tonlee, as he deliberately opened a billet whicn he previously 
knew to be of the most vital importance to himself and to 
the notion. It was addressed " ffor y« E%ht Hon"* my very 
good friend the Lord Clermistounlee," and ran thus : — 
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** D,EAB Gossip, — There is tlie devil to psy in the south — 
all is lost! Craigdarroch, a trooper oi the guards, ha& 
brought intelligence that our army, like the English (Grod's 
murrain on the false knares !), hath en magee iomed the in- 
vader — Uiat James has fled and William rea<uied London. 
Meet us at the Laigh council chamber without delay. 

^ Yr assured Mend, 

**Pbbth, Cancellariiis" 

Overwhelmed with consternation, Clermistonlee stood for 
amoment like a statue ; then, erushmg his hat upon his head, 
he stuck a pair of pistols in his belt, snatched ids doak and 
sword, and tossing the note to Mersington, to read and 
follow as he chose, rushed away in silence, with Ids usual 
impetuosity. 

Mersington, who had regarded his actions with a stase of 
tqisy wonder, took up the note, and contrived to deeiphfir its 
c^itents. As he did so, his featozes underwent a rapid 
change ; fear, wrath, and cunning b^ tarns contracted Ida 
hard visage, and completely sobered him. At last, a smistflr 
leer of de^ meaning twinlued in his bleaeed ejea ; hye quietfy 
burned the note, brushed his lar^e hat with his uecfe, 
adjusted it on his bead, and assuming his gold-headed cane, 
departed for the board <^ the privy coundL 

Erom that hour his lordsh^ was a true-blue Presbyterian. 



CHAPTER XXXV. 



TBI7ST llTD lUSTBUST. 



ICacch! mardi! wl^ 13ie dell do je no march ? 

Stand to your arms, mj ladB, figbt in good order; 
Rronfe aboat, Temosketeen aU 

When ye ccnne to the English bord^. 

Leelt^s Mabch. 

Aj9 belic»e related, the Scottish army advanced into England 
in three columns. ^^ 

It was by the express desire of James Vii., and contrair 
to the wish of the council, that these forces left Scotlano, 
where William had many adherents, especially in the western 
shires. There the old spirit of disaffection was subdued, but 
far from bein^ extinjgaisiied. The privy councillors had pro- 
posed to retam t^ir troops, and m lieu thoeof to send to 
l^ir frontiers a corps ot militia and Highlanders, tiiirteen 
thousand strong; but James was urgent for the regulars 

t2 
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immediatelj joining him at Hoonslow, and they marched 
accordingly. 

On the nrst day of October the Scottish army crossed the 
Tweed, and drew up on English cronnd, when General 
Dooglas (to quote Captain Cricnton, me cayalier trooper who 
served in the Grey l)ragoons) " gave a strict charge to the 
officers that they should keep their men from offering the 
least injury on their march ; adding, that if he heard any of 
the Englisn complain, tiie officers should answer for tiie faults 
of their men." 

That night the Scottish drums were ringing in the streets 
of " merry Carlisle." There Douglas halted for t^ night, 
and Punbarton's regiment biyouacEed in a field on the bimks 
of the Eden. Provisions were brought from the city in 
abundance, fires were lighted, and the cooking proceeded 
with the utmost despatch. 

English troops kept guard at the gates of the city, which 
was inclosed by a strong wall, and Saint George's red cross 
waved on the castle of William Eufus — ^the same grim for- 
tress where, a hundred and twenty-one years before, Mary 
of Scotland experienced the first traits of Elizabeth's in- 
hospitality. 

General Douglas, who commanded the Scottish troops, was 
a traitor at heart, and deeply in the interest of William. On 
the morning after the halt at Carlisle, he ordered the Viscount 
Dundee, with his division of cavahry, to march for London 
by the way of York ; while he in person led the infantry and 
artillery by the road to Chester. Anxious that William 
should lana before the army of James could be strong enough 
to oppose him, Douglas, by a hundred frivolous pretences, 
and oy every scheme he could devise, delayed the march of 
his infantry, which did not form a Junction with the English 
under the JSarl of Faversham, at Liondon, until the twenty- 
fifth of October. 

James YII. had now under his command a well-disciplined 
and well-appointed army, led by officers of distinguished 
birth and courage, and he awaited with confidence the landing 
of his usurping son-in-law. The whole of his troops were 
quartered in the Vicinity of London. 

For many reasons, the people of England, like those of 
Scotland, were prepossessed against all the measures of ^King 
James, and to his brave army alone did this unhappy monarch 
look for support in the coming struggle ; but notwithstanding 
that for years he had been a father rather than a captain to 
his soldiers, and had watched over their interests with the 
most kingly and paternal solicitude, quarrels and disgusts 
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broke outi between them, and he was yet to find that he leant 
on a broken reed. The strict amity subsistii^ between him 
and Louis of France, excited the jealousy of me nation, who 
dreaded an invasion of French and Irish Catholics, to enforce 
the entire submission of the Protestants. 

Kever were fears more groundless ; but the Irish appear to 
have been particularly obnoxious to the English soldiers, who 
flatly refused to admit them into their ranks. The officers of 
the duke of Berwick's regiment, on declining to accept of 
certain Irish recruits, were all cashiered, and the evident 
weakness of his position alone prevented James from bringing 
them to trial as mutineers. 

Finding that the civil and ecclesiastical orders opposed him 
in every measure, James unguardedly made a direct appeal to 
his English army, bv whose swords ne hoped to enforce uni- 
versal obedience. Anxious that each regiment in succession 
should " give their consent to the repeal of the test and penal 
statutes," he appealed first to the battalion of the earl of 
Lichfield, which the senior major drew up in line before him, 
and requested that " those soloiers who md not enter into the 
long's views should lay down their arms." 

Save two catholics, the entire regunent instantly laid their 
matchlocks on the ground ! 

Astonishment and grief rendered James speechless for a 
time ; but his native pride recalled his energies. 

" It is enough, my soldiers," he exclaimed naughtily. " Be- 
sume your arms ! Henceforth I wiU not do you the honour 
of seeking your approbation." 

Hurriea on by the secret advices of the Jesuits, by his reli- 
gious enthusiasm (bigotry, if you will), and by the evil genius 
mat has seemed to haunt his race since the days of the first 
Stuart, James rendered yet wider the breach between him and 
his army. He distributed catholic officers and soldiers through- 
out the difierent English regiments, " and many brave protes- 
tant officers, after long and faithful service, were dismissed, 
without any provision, to favour this fatal scheme." The 
quota of Irish troops joined him at London, and, on chapels 
being established for the celebration of mass, the murmurs of 
the protestants became loud and unrestrained, and a storm of 
indignation was raised, which in these days of toleration, we 
can only view with a smile. 

The ill-advised appointment of the pope as sponsor for the 
young prince of Wales, the vile and unfounded rumours con- 
oeming whose birth the hapless king felt keenly, and the 
universal approbation with which the secretly dispersed mani- 
festoes of the coming invader were received throughout the 
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laind, e^iowed James that his throne was cmmblmg beneath 
loam, 7&e tevre old earl of Dartmonth, who lay at the gun- 
Aeet, with thirty-seven yessels of war, and seventeen fire-ships, 
in consequence of a storm, was imable to attack the armament 
of William, who arrired at Torbay on the 5ft. of IS'ovember, 
and immediateh' landed his Dntdi, Scots, English, and Erench 
troops, imder thenr several standards. 

James, who had no small share of courage and military 
alill, now threw himself entirely on that army, which he 
had spent so many amdons years in fostering, training, and 
disciplining. He despatched his son, the mmons duke of 
Berwick, to take possession of Portsmouth, and prevent the 
inhalntairts dedarmg for the invader, who was then on the 
march for Exeter; meanwhile he hnriied to Salisbury plain, 
and placed himself at the head of twenty batta£ons of mfantry 
and thirty squadrons of cavalry, with a resolution to defend 
his crown to the death : but, alas ! the spirit of disaffection, 
disloyalty, and ingratitude had already numifested itself in the 
camp. The desertions were numerous and alarmin?, while 
sullen discontent and open mutiny so gready ma&ed Ihe 
conduct of those who remained, that, save a few of fte Scottish 
re^ments, James foxmd none on whom he could rely. 

Iiord Colchester, son of the earl of Elvers, with many of 
his regiment, were among the first who deserted to the 
standard of tiie invader ; Ijord Combuiy, son of the earl of 
Clarendon, foBowed, with three regiments of horse. 

Lord Churchill, who, from a page, had been raised by James 
to the peerage and a high military command, also betrayed 
the bladcest mgratitude, oy forming a plot to seize his royal 
benefactor, and deliver him as a bondsman to tilie prince of 
Orange. Eailiof in this, he deserted with several troops of 
cavalry, and tool with him the duke of Grafton, a son of the 
lato king. Many officers of distinction informed the earl of 
Eaversham, their general, ** that they could not in conscience 
^ht figainst the prince of Orange," and thus, hourly, the 
wnole English armj fell to pieces. 

The srorit of disaffection soon spread into the Scottish 
ranks. Pouclas, the perfidious general, with his own re^- 
ment of Eed dragoons, openly marched off to William with 
the Scottish stanaard displayed, and their kettle-drums beat- 
ing, a circumstance which deeply affected James, for this was 
a corps on which he had particularly relied ; but the treason 
of Douglas was ultimatehr avenged by a cannon-shot on the 
banks of the Boyne. James was a Stuart, and naturally 
founded his hopes on the soldiers of the nation from whence 
he drew his blood. 
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A battalion of Seots' foot guards next reyolted under a 
corporal named Kempt, and men eyery regiment went oyer 
in Buceession nnder tneir several staocIardB, save a troop of 
Dundee's gnards, a corps of dragoons, and the Soots' Scyals, 
fifteen hundred strong, wliich jet remained loyal and true. 

These repaired to Beading, where the gallant noUee, 
BunbHEurton and Dundee, by exerting all theoor energies, re- 
nrastered ten thousand men in ten days. 

G^ former, with his sin^ regiment alone, <^Sered to attack 
the Dutdi, and br a more than Spartan eocample of heroiam 
And rashness, to shame their fEuthliess comrades. 

Meanwhile the Dntch drums beat merrify np for recruits, 
whidbi poured to the banner of the inyader on all hands, and 
horses were brought to mount the cavalry and drag the 
artiHeory. 

All was lost i 

The unhappy king, deserted nearly by aU, found ncme near 
him to whom he could &vplj for consolation or advice, or in 
whom he oonki confide. Hy the instigation of Lad^ Churchill, 
even his daughter, the Princess Anne, left hxm, and retired to 
Nottingham. On finding himself now, when in the utmost 
extremity of distress, abandoned by a &vourite daughter, 
whom he had ever treated with the utmost affection and 
tenderness, James raised his eyes and hands to heaven, and 
bursting into a passion of tears, — 

"Cm. help me!" he exclaimed, in the greatest agony of 
spirit ; " God help me now, for even my own children, in my 
Stress, luKve forsaken me !" 



CHAPTEE XXXYI. 



THS GUISABDS. 

O motiber, thus to fret is vain — 
Mj loss must needs be bome ; 
Deatii, death is now mine only gain — 
Would I had ne'er been bom. 
God's mercies cease to flow — 
Woe to me, poor one, woe; 

Burger's Lkokora. 



Waltbe had now been absent many. weeks, and the con- 
stant fears expressed by Lady Grizel, with all the querulous 
and tedious prolixity ot age, m no way tended to soothe tl^ 
anxiety of Lilian. She was excessive^ superstitious, though 
guileless, kind, and simple, and daily saw terrible om^is of 



^80 THB SCOTTISH OAVALIBB. 

impending ill. Black corbies flapped their wings incessantly 
on tiie steep ^bles, and the dead^Bell wais nerer done rin^j? 
in &e crannies of the old house. Strange sounds rumbled 
beldnd the wainscoting^ shrouds guttered in the candles, 
coffins fell out of the embers, and the indefatigable death- 
watch rang tilie liye-long night in the recesses of her old tester 
bed. Her kindly-meant, but ominous insinuations, and li^ 
dreams of stricken fields and riderless horses, nearly drore 
lixlian to distraction, while old Elsie Elshender, who had been 
admitted to her confidence, failed not to make matters worse 
by shakins her palsied head mysteriously, and saying,—' 

** It boaed ill-luck to be betiothit wi' a dead woman's ring." 

So passed the first weeks of their separation in tears and 
dark foreboding, save when Lilian was with Annie Laurie, 
whose joyous buoyancy of spirit banished care and fear toge- 
ther. Of Lord Olermistonlee she had seen nothing of late, 
save <m one occasion, when he had followed her from the 
Abbey porch to the Bowhead ; but as she was attended by 
Drouthy, the butler, and another liyeryman, well armed with 
swords and pistols in their girdles, she was under no appre- 
hension. 

The state of Edinburgh was daily becoming more and mor& 
alarming. 

As yet there had been no tidings of William's landing ; but 
his friends were on the alert, under Sir G«orge Munro, a 
strong division of militia occupied the city ; but on the march 
of the regular troops, titiese failed to prevent the disaffected 
from making the captal the focus of their operations. No 
sooner had tiie Scottish army crossed the borders, than the 
Presbyterians, and all rerolutionary spirits, crowded to Edin- 
burgh well armed, and there held secret and seditious meet- 
ings, which were attended by the earls of Dundonald, Crauford, 
Glencaim, and others. 

The subtle Mersington, the proud earl of Perth, the reck- 
less Lord Glermistonlee, and others of the haughty council, 
were made aware of all this by their numerous spies ; but the 
formidable tribunal which had so lone ruled the land by the 
sword and gibbet, was now complete^ paralysed by the ap- 
pearance of many " sulky blue bonnets ' crowcung the streets ; 
they failed to arrest a single individual, though ireason, like a 
hundred-headed hydra, stalked in daylight through their 
thoroughfares, and. declaimed in their public places. The 
lords luid no tidings of events in the south ; all their despatches 
from the lung beinff efiectually intercepted by Sir James 
Montgomery, ti revolutionist. 

And now came hoary Christmas ; but it seemed not as of 
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old. It was a dreary one to poor Lilian ; and the forebodings 
that hung oyer bolder hearts, chilled hers with apprehension. 
Old Arthur's bare ridge and rocker cone, the great diain of 
the Pentlands, and all the lesser lulls that lie around them, 
were mantled with shining snow ; the deep glens were im- 
passable, and many flocks had perished in them. The cold 
norlan blast howled over the bleak Bnrghmuir, then a wide 
and frozen heath, save where, in some places, a renerable oak 
spread its glistening branches in the sparkling air. Above 
tne lofty ci^ to the north, that towered afar on on its ridgy 
hill, the dnn smoke of a myriad winter-fires ascended into tne 
clear mid air, and OYerhune its spires and fortress like a 
thimder-cloud, portentous of the storm that was brewing 
among its denizens. The great loch of the burgh lay frozen 
like a sheet of shining crystal ; and there a few jovial curlers, 
forgetful of the desperate game of politics, shot the ponderous 
stones along their slippery rinks. 

The great Yule-logs crackled and blazed merrily, as in other 
days, in the wide stone fireplace of the dinmg-hall, and old 
faniiliar objects and beloved faces glowed in its light ; but 
Lilian's heart and thouj^hts were faraway, and she seemed 
wholly intent on watchmg the sparks as they flew up the 
broad tunnelled chimney. 

The eve of Christmas was dark and gloomy. The moon 
was enveloped in clouds, and not a star was visible ; but the 
frozen snow that covered the whole ground gave, by its 
whiteness, a reflected light. The liollow wind blustered m the 
bare copsewood and rumbled in the chimneys, and a very 
social but hum-drum partjr of old friends formed a circle 
round the firqslace in the chamber of dais. 

Old Lady Grizel' occupied her great cushioned chair, with 
her spimiing-wheel on one hand, and her cup of milk posset 
on a tripod table at the other. The neignbouring laird of 
Drumdryan, a plain, hard-featured man, in an unlaced coat 
and hideous wig ; Sir Thomas Dalyel, in a gala suit of laced 
buff, rather cross and irritable with a lumbago contracted in 
Muscovy ; and the dowager Lady Drumsturdy, all stomacher, 
starch, and black satin, with Mistress Priscilla, her daughter 
and exact counterpart, occupied the foreground ; while honest 
Syme of the Greenhill, in ms plain hodaen-gray coat, a flam- 
ing red vest, with ribbed galligaskins roUecT over his knees, 
and his fat, comely dame, with her serge gown, laced coif, and 
bunch of household keys, sat respectfcdly a little behind. 

While the two lairds were accommodated with silver tan- 
kards, which Mr. Drouthy replenished again and again with 
the burnt sack, then so much in vogue, the blun ground 
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baillie, in yiirfcae of his liiimbler statiaEi, dnmk mxb brown ale 
from ]p»]ain pewter. Everything in the apartment was trim- 
med with green holly branches, and a misletoe boush himg 
from the great dormont-tree of the ceiling, nnder wnidi the 
lons-bearaed (dd caTalier saluted Lady Gnzers jEEided cheek 
witn nrach good hnmonr and courtesy. 

" Yes, Simeon, it was the case," continued the latter, who 
was engaged in some prosy reminiscence of £ing Charles the 
first's days. ** A fi^y axagcm weu seen in the west, and it 
jQew ewre the Mnirftite hiUs, towards the castle of Ihmbar ; 
and, that day month, a mocumM field was fonght and lost 
there." 

" I weel mind the time, your ladyshm," replied Simeon, 
scratching his galligaskins where he haa received a throst 
from a Paritan's pike ; " but the fleeing dragon, wi' its fiery 
tail, was thought to portend—" 

" Just such things, Simeon, as the bright limits in the 
north hae portended this month past. And ye ken. Sir 
Thomas, that the miraculous shower of Highland bannets 
whilk preceded the irruption of the iH-faured Bedshanks into 
the west, in the December of '84, was another wonderful and 
terrible omen." 

" True, Lady Grizel," replied Dalyel, taking a sip from 
his tankard ; " but ane partaking owre ndckle o' the leaven o* 
the auld Covenant (d — n it !) for an auld cavalier like myself 
to beHeve ; unless aold Mahoud was the merchant that made 
sae free wi' his gear. He has owre lang been poking his neb 
in our Scottish imairs." 

" O* which my late lord (rest him !) had most ocular proof," 
said Lady Dramsturdy, in a low impressive voice ; " when he 
saw him, wi' horns and lail, dancing on the walls o' Blackness, 
in the hour o' its upblawin', in the year 1652." * 

" Cocks' nails ! * muttered Drumdryan, " here's the snow 
coming down the lum ;" and he shook the flakes from his wig. 

** You are sitting owre far ben the ingle, laird." 

" We'll hae a storm this nijght, sirs," said Simeon. ^ I ken 
by the sou^h o' the norlan wind — it's gey driech and eerie." 

" 'Sdeath ! I hope not," said Drum(£yan. " I've a score o' 
braw bdl-wethers owre the muir at me Buckstane; and I 
lost enough at Martinmas-tide, when twa hundred black faces 
were smoored in the Glen o' Braid." 

" And there has been no word from England sinoe the snow 
fell — six weeks P " said Lilian, sighing. 

*' Some say the roads are deep, sweet mistress," said Ge- 
neral Dalyel ; " and others say the Orangemen are deeper ; 

* See NichoPs Diary, 
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bat the deil a scrap haih reached the cooncil since that rin- 
awa' loon Craigdairoch arriyed; and eude kens wha*s hand 
may be strongest bj this time. But wd bless the king and 
the ^ode aula cause ! " continued tilie old cayalier, draining his 
tankard. 

Dmmdzyan did the same, adding cautiously — " The king, 
whae'er he be ! " 

" Out uponye, hdrd ! ** exclaimed Lady Grizel, with great 
asperit y. * ' Wha could he be but his sacred majesty Idng 
James Vll., whom I pray the blessed God to counsel wisely 
and protect.'' 






'Xiye and let live' has ever been my maxim, Lady Grizel ; 
bat such words may cost ye dear, if we next news frae Ber- 
wick be such as I expect," replied the sly laird, drinking with 
quiet composure. 

Sage bristled in every hair of Dalyel's beard, and his eyes 
diatened like those of a rattlesnake. He could not speak : 
Sat ike old lady, whose loyalty, fostered by that of the um- 
eohile baronet, was tickled by these observations, brought her 
chair sharply round, and, stnHng her long cane emphatically 
on the floor, said to the shrinking delinquent— 

" Shame on ye, Drumdryan ! — is your blood turning to 
water, or what P Gif ye expect bad tidings, it is time that -je 
donned your buff coat and bandoliers, aiS had your steed in 
stall wi' gamessing and holsters. And mair let me tell thee, 
sir laird — ^but what is that I hear ;— singing and mumming^ 
ehP What is it, Simeon P " 

"Guisards!" exclaimed Lilian, looking from the window 
down the snow-covered avenue — " guisards with links glinting 
and ribbons flaxmting. A braw band, in sooth ! " 

At that moment a ^Eunt but merry chorus was heard upon 
the night wind that rumbled in the wide stone chimney, and 
a loud knocking wrung on the barbican gate. 

** Drouthy," said I^y Grizel, " away with ye to the but- 
tery, and get some cogues of ale ready for the loons ; and bid 
Elne prepare some farls of bannock and cheese, while John 
the gardener lets them into the barbican, where we will hear 
them sing. Let twa men keep the door with partisans, that 
none may cross our threshold. In my time I heard of some 
find treachery done by masked faces. Wow, but the knaves 
are impatient," she aoded, as the knocking was energetically 
renewed at the outer gate. ** And, Ihroutiiy, d'ye hear, take 
a gude survey of them through the vizzy-hole." 

The butler trotted off. 

" Lady Grizel," said the general, rubbing his hands, "ye 
speak like a prudent dame ; and a usefu' helpmate meet sir 
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Arcliibald maun hae found je, for lie saw liot work in lu& 
time." 

" Kittle times mak' cautious folk," said the malcontent 
Drumdiyan slowly ; but wi' a' that, genend, had I feared 
snow, my braw bell-wethers " 

** D — n you, and your bell-wethers to boot !" growled the 
fierce old royalist. "Here come the guisards," and, save 
him, all rushed to the windows ; the yeteran cayalier, whose 
lumbago chained him to his bolstered chair, fidgetted and 
stroked his beard with a most yinegar expression of &ce. 

Lilian clapped her hands with &light at the merry scene 
below. 

From time immemorial, it has been the custom in Scotland 
for young people of the lower class, in the eyenings of the last 
days of tne old year, to go about from house to house in their 
neighbourhood, disguised in fantastic *dres^es, whence their 
name, guisards, Ine usual practice was to present them with 
refreshment; but that custom has departed with tiie other 
hospitalities of the olden time. They dance and sing a dog- 
grel rh^rme, adapted to the occasion or the person they yisit ; 
but, while the catholic faith was the estabhshed one of Scot- 
land, in tilieir songs, the guisards were wont to proclaim the 
birth of Christ, and the approach of the three kings who were 
to worship him ; and some trace of this ancient reugious ditty 
was discernible in the song sung by the yisitors at Bruntis- 
field. 

There were ten or more men, all stout, athletic fellows, each 
bearing a blazing torch, the united lustre of which lit up the 
deepest recesses of the old fa9ade, under which they per- 
formed a fantastic morrice-dance to their own music. Tney 
were all furnished with enormous masks, of the most grotesque 
fasldon; from these rose head-dresses like su^ar-loayes, 
coyered with bells, beads, and pieces of mirror. Their attire 
was equally outr4. 

One was clad in the skin of a cow, haying its horns fixed to 
the crown of his head, and the long tail trailing behind bim 
in the snow. Another was frirnishea with an enormous nose, 
from which eyer and anon a red carbuncle exploded with a 
loud report ; and a third had nearly his whole oody encased 
in an enormous head, which had a race expressiye of the most 
exquisite drollery. Under this prodi^ous caput the dimi- 
nished legs appeared to totter, while the jaunty waggery of its 
aspect was increased by a little hat and feather which sur- 
mounted it. 

But tha^principal figure was a tall, fierce, and brawny, but 
Teiy gracetdl man, clad in a fantastic robe of scarlet, with his 
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legs curioTialy cased in shining metal scales : he liad a black face 
of dreadful aspect, from thiie hideous red gashes, in which 
the blood was constantly dropping. He wore a crown of 
green ivy-leaves and scarlet holly-berries, wreathed among 
the sable masses of a volnminous beard and shock head of 
coarse hair. Through the openings of his scarlet robe, dose 
observers might have observed a corslet glint at times. All 
were accontr^ with swords and daggers^ 

Dancing in front, the red masker brandished his spattering 
torch, and chanted in a deep bass voice the following rhyme : 

** Trip and goe, heave and hoe, 
, Up and down, and t» and fro ; 

By firth and fell, by tower and grove. 
Merrily, merrily let us rove ! *' 

Then the whole choristers struck in while whirling round, 
they brandished their torches and jangled their bells. 

"Hogmenay! Hogmenaj! 
TtoisRoisla! Homme est n£! 

Never before had so droll and jovial a band of guisards 
been seen ; and Lady Grizel, preceding all her guests, came 
cane in hand to the doorway, to see their grotesque morrice- 
dance, and listen to their rhymes ; and while the servitors 
were busy regaling them with ale, cheese, and bannocks, 
Lilian brought a cup of wine, which, in courtesy, she tendered 
to their leader. As he approached, she could not repress a 
shudder, so formidable was his aspect — so tall his statiure — so 
large and dark the eyes with which he regarded her through 
that terrible mask, down the gaping lips of which he poured 
the ruddy Burgundy, and agam tendered the cup to tne fair 
Hebe who brought it. 

As Lilian received it, his strong arm was thrown around 
her. 

'* Homme est ndT he shouted, in a voice like a trumpet. 
There was a confused discharge of pistols — swords were seen 
to flash, and in an instant all the torches were extinguished. 
There was a stifled shriek ; and the whole party were seen 
rushing down the avenue, leaving the barbican gate locked 
behindthem. 

" Clermistonlee !" exclaimed Lady Grizel, and swooned 
away in the arms of her people. 

"Boot and saddle ! — ^horse and spear!— ride and rescue!" 

exclaimed old Dalyel, forgetful of his lumbago and everything 

but the danger of Lilian. Hushing to the hall, no readier 

' weapon than the poker was at hand ; but, alas ! it was chained 

to the stone piUar of the chimney-piece. Shrieks and out- 
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cries filled tke mansion. Old Simeon, tlie fooilHe, John 
Leekie, the gardener, and others, snatched sndi wei^ns as 
came to hand ; and, headed by Dalyel, who was now armed 
with his great Mnscoyite sabre, salued forth to find them- 
selves within the barbican, the strong iron ffate' of which 
defied all their attempts. The fierce old s(3dier rent his 
beard, and swore some terrible oaths in the Tartar, Boss, and 
Scottish tongues, till ladders were procured and the wedls 
scaled. 

They roahed down the averme to find only the traces of 
many feet in the snow, the extinguished torches strewn about, 
the marks of horse-hoofs and coach-wheels, which, instead of 
going towards tiie city, wound over the Burghmuir towards 
pie Castle of Merchiston ; and, after manytunungs and wind- 
ings — ^made evidently to znislead pursiiras, were LoSb altogether 
among the soft fdrzy heath at the Harestone^ Ihe Btaadaid- 
stone of the old Scottish muster-place. 



CHAPTER XXXVII. 

THB BEVOLT AT IPSWICH. 

I scorn them both I I am too stout a Scotsman, 
To bear a Southron's nde an faistant longer 
Than disdpUne obliges. 

Scott. 

TJircoirscxoirB of this bold abduction, a wldjsper of which 
would have driven him mad, on the very night it took place, 
Walter Fenton was seated with Douglas of I^nland m the 

fublic rocnn of a large hostel or tavern m the central street of 
pswich. 

It was the sign of the " Bolloign Grate :" the house was 
curious and old-&shioiied ; and on entering, one descended 
several steps, in consequence of the soil having risen upon ^e 
walls. Its fisntastic m>nt presented a series of heavy projec- 
tions, risine from grotesquely-carved oak beams, diajB;onally 
crossed with spars of the same wood ; little latticed wmdows, 
and two deep sloomy galleries, and projecting oriels, over 
which the Hien leafiess woodbine and hcneysucme dambered, 
and from thence to the curious stacks of bndc c hkmteys , and 
broad SwissJike too&, with their carved and painted eaves. 

The host, a bluff and burly Englishman, with tbe whole of ^ 
his. vast obesity encased in a spotless-white apron, mdeidxibit- 
ing a great, unmeaning, and traid-pated visage, every Hne of 
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wliicli receded &om the point of his pug nose, sat within the 
Goter bar, where countless jn^s of pewter, mnffs of Delfb, and 
crystal goblets shone in the light of a sea-coal Ire, that roared 
and blazed in the wide fire-pL&oe of the public room. 

At a table in one comer of the latter, a ponderously fat 
Southern was engaged in discussing several pounds of broiled 
bacon and a snuill basket of eggs. Oyer the great pewter 
trencher his round flushed face beamed like a full moon, while 
he had the wide cuffs of his coat turned up, and a great nap- 
kin, like a bib, tucked xmder his chin, to enable mm to siqp 
without spottang his glossy suit of drap-de-BerrL 

Near lom were seTeraL groups of saucy-like citizens, in 
short brown wigs and plain oroad-cloth suits, playing at trie- 
trae, knare-ouW'-doors, and drinking mulled beer or egg- 
flip ; while from time to time they eyed the Scottish oflu^si 
askance, and whispered such jokes as the prejudices of tiie 
lower English still inspire them to make upon ahens. These 
they did, nowever, very covertly and quietly, not caring to 
enter into a brawl witii two such nchly-clad and stout cava- 
liers, armed wiQi sword and dagger, and whose comrades, 
fifteen hundred in number, were aU in the adjoining street. 

Our Mends sat silent and thoughtfol, drinking each a pos- 
set of wine. Walter's eyes were meed on the glowing embers 
ai the Are and the changing figures they e]diibited ; while 
^Finland seemed wholly intent on reading two papers pasted 
over the mantel-piece. One was the saUmg notice or " the 
good ship Betioraiion, which was to sail from the Hermitage- 
bridge, London, fixr Insit^, on the penult of next month, ye 
master to be spoke with on ye Scots-walk, where he wotud 
promise civility and good entertainment to passengers." Hia 
other was a proclamation, signed W. S., regarding the quar- 
ters of the Scottish forces in divisions. The cavfmer's brow 
grew black as his eye fell on it ; and he sighed, saying : — 

" Matters are now at a low ebb with me king. Keligion 
and misfortune have fidrly check^nated him, as we say at 
chess." 

"Measter, say rather his curst Scottish pride and ob- 
stinacy," said a great burly fellow, whose striped apron and 
greasy doublet announced him to be a butcher. Finland gave 
him a scomM glance ; but being unwilling to engage m a 
brawl, was about to address Walter again, when the corpulent 
citizen, having gorged himself to the throat, now felt inclined 
to be jocular ; and looking at the long bowl-lulted rapiers and 
poignards of the Scots, said: — 

" Sword and dau^ger ! by my feeth, thee art zo well vortified, 
iitat if wdll yictuaSed, as^niy coontryman, lousy Sjng Jemmy, 
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zaid to the swash-bookler, thee wouldst be impregnable. He 
was at Feversham by the last account/' resumed the butcher, 
'* with that long-nosed Jesuit, his confessor, about to embark 
vor Prance or Seland— devil care which. Here is a long horn, 
lads, that king and confessor may gang to the bottom 
together." 

" Silence, rascal !" said Walter. " Bemember that we wear 
tilie king's ubiform." 

'* Dom ! and wot care I P" said the bumpkin, pushing for- 
ward with every disposition to annoy and insult, wnile a dozen 
of his townsmen crowded at his elbow. " Have ye not changed 
sides, like the rest of your canny coontrymen, and joined 
KingWilliamP" 

'* We have not!" replied Douglas, fiercely, making a tre- 
mendous effort to keep down the storm of passion and national 
hostility that blazed up within him. ** Our solitary regiment 
alone remains yet true to James YII., over whom (with all his 
faults) I pray neayen to keep its guard. I abhor his reli^ouy 
and despise the bigots by whom he is surrounded, as mudi as 
you may do, good fellow ; but I cannot forget that he is our 
rightM king ; and for him, as such, I am ready to die on the 
fidd or the s(»ffold, should such be my fete." 

The fire of his expression, the di^ty of his aspect, and 
the splendour of his attire, compktely awed the English 
boors, and for a moment they drew oack. 

"You mistake, good people, if you think that, like too 
many of our conurades, we have chaujged banners. No ! we 
are stilX the faithful subjects of that Tmig who heirs his crown 
by that hereditary right which comes direct &om God. This 
Dutch usurper (whom the devil confound !) hath made us 
splendid offers if we will take service witiii him, and march to 
£^ht for his rascally Hollanders under Mareschal Schomberg, 
instead of our good and gallant Dunbarton ; and, to intimidate 
us, is even now enclosing us in your town of Ipswich by 
blocking up the roads wim troops. But let him beware ! we 
have stout hearts and strong hands, and Dunbarton may 
show him a trick of the Black Douglas days, that will cool 
the Dutchman's courage, despite his block beer and Sldedam. 
Yes, Fenton; the arrival of Schomberg to command us 
hongri malgri will bring us to the tilt." 

While Douglas spoke with animation and energy, the 
Ipswichers had gazed upon him with open mouths and eyes, 
not in the least comprehending him; but their champion, 
suddenly taking it into his head that he was defied, threw his 
uie ground, and tucked up his sleeves, saying : 
^ but 111 richt thee for a v ar din, and ye have zo much 
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abont thee. Dom thee and all thy lousy coontrymen ; they 
should be droomed out o* the town, before thej get fattened 
up ainong us. Gome on, my canny Scot, and if I doant lace 
l^y buff coat for all its tags and tassels, I aint Timothy Tesh 
of the Back Alley." 

"Hoozah!" shouted the rabble in the room and at the 
doorway, where they had collected in great numbers on hear- 
ing hign words in the tayem. 

** Sawney, hast anything else than oats in thee pooch P " 
cried one. 

*' He hath some brimstone, I'll warrant," added another. 

" Oot upon thee for a yile Scot that zold his king for a 
groat, to zave his precious kirk." 

" Come on, Measter Scot, and I drub thee in yurst-rate 
style as old Noll did thy psalm-sing countrymen at Dunbar- 
* field. Eat thee ! my yather was kOled there." 

" Heyday, iny canny Scot, wilt try a fall with me for a 
copper "bawbee r Dom thee and thy mass-moongine race of 
Stuarts to boot. May ye all go to hell in the lump ! 

" Ware your money, my masters, there are Scots thieyes 
among us, ' said the host, entering into ihe spirit of his 
townsmen. 

Walter and Douglas exchanged mutual glances ezpressiye 
of the scorn they felt. 

" Silence, knayes ! " cried Finland, kicking oyer the table, 
dashing all the jugs to pieces, and drawing his sword. ** This 
is but a ^oor specunen of that southern spirit of generosity 
and hosmtalil^ of which (among yourselyes) we hear so much 
said. JBullymg and grossly msulting two unoffending 
strangers, who are guiltless of the slightest proyocation ; and 
I tell thee, butcher, that were it not beneath a gentleman of 
name and coat-armour to lay hands on your plebeian hide, I 
would break eyery bone it contains." 

Flushed with ale and impudence, and encouraged by the 
presence of his friends, the fellow came. resolutely forward; 
he was immensely strong and muscular, but rage had endued 
Douglas with double strength, and seizing him by the brawny 
throat, he dashed him twice against the wall with Buch force, 
that the blood gushed from his nostrils in a torrent, and he 
lay stunned without sense or motion. 

His comrades were somewhat appalled for a moment ; but 
gathering courage from their nunibers, and enraged at the 
rough treatment experienced by Mr. Tesh, they snatched up 
the fire-irons, stools, and chairs, and commenced a simul- 
taneous assault upon the two cayaliers, who, rapier in hand, 
endeayoured to break through them and gain the doorway, 

II. TJ 
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where now a dense and hostile crowd had collected, who 
poured npon them a thousand injurious taunts and invectiyes. 

The afiair was beginning to look serious. Fired by tiieir 
insolence and the old inherent spirit of national animosity, 
Walter Fenton lunged fimously before him, and shredding 
the ear off one fellow, slashed the cheek of a second, ran a 
third through the shoulder-blade, but was borne to the ground 
by a blow from behind. Walter's sword-hand was com- 
pletely mastered, and he struggled with his heavy assailants, 
unable to free his da^^er or obtain the least assistance from 
Finland, who, with his back to the wall, was fighting with 
rapier and poignard against the dense rabble theit pressed 
aroxmd him. 

Walter struggled furiously. The moment was critical, but 
he was saved by the timely arrival of an officer with a few of 
the Eoyal Scots, who burst among them sword in hand. ^ 

" Flacey villains — ^make way," he exclaimed, with the voice 
and bearing of one in high authority. " I am G^eoi^e, earl of 
Dunbarton ! " 

They fell back awed not less by his demeanour than by 
the weapons of his followers. 

'* Chastise these scoundrels, Wemyss," said he to a Serjeant 
who followed him. " Lay on well with your hilts and bando- 
liers ; strike, Halbert Elshender, for it is beneath a gentleman 
to lay hands on dodpoles such as these." 

Thus urged, the soldiers, who required Httle or no incentive 
to make use of their hands against their southern neighbours, 
laid on with might and main, and, clearing the house in a 
twinkling, drove the clamorous host out with his guests; 
after which they overhauled the premises, and set a few of 
his best runlets abroach. 

"A thousand thanks, ihy lord earl, for this timely rescue, "^ 
exclaimed Finland. " But for your intervention I must 
indubitably have hurried some of'^ those rogues into a better 
world." 

"And I had been worried like an otter by a pack of 
terriers," said Walter; "however, I have had bl^ for 
blood." • 

"The old moss trooper's justice. Master Fenton," said 
Serjeant Wemyss, drinking a flajgon of wine. " Grod bless 
the good cause, and all true Scottuh hearts." 

"Here is to thee, Wemyss, my noble halberdier," said the 
frank earl, drinking from the same cup ; " and I would to the 
powers above, that this night King James had under his 
standard ten thousand hearts like thme. But time presses — 
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away, lads, to the muster-place, for hark, our drams are 
beating." 

'* TkegSnirale I " exclaimed Fenton and Finland, aj3 the 
passing ^roms rang loudly in the adjacent streets. 

" Yes, gentlemen, the crisis has come," said the Earl ; " an 
hour ago, De Schomberg arrived to deprive me of my 
oo)nmand." 

" By whose orders P " 

« T!hB Stadtholder*s." 

"We know him not, save as an usurper," said Walter 
Fenton; "and rather than obey his Mareschal, we will die 
with our swords in our hands." 

Wemyss flourished his halbert, the soldiers uttered a shout, 
and poured forth to the muster-place. 

It was a dear frosty niffht ; the whole sky was of the most 
beautiful and unclouded blue. Seven tolled &om the beUs of 
St. Peter's church. The winter moon, broad, vast, and si^B^n- 
coloured, rising above a steep eminence called the Bishops*- 
hill, poured its flaky lustre through the narrow and irregular 
streets of Ipswich, which, in 1688, differed very much from 
those of the present day. There terror and confusion reigned 
on every hand, for, on the drams beating to arms, the mayor 
and inhabitants feared that the Scots would bum and sack 
the town, which assuredly they would have done, had Dun- 
barton expressed a wish to that cffiect. 

Save where the bright moonlight shot through the crooked 
thorou^h&res, .the nmole town was involved in gloom and 
obscunty ; but every window wa» crowded wim anxious 
faces, watching the Scots hunyinff to their alarm-post, while' 
the flashing of their helmets and the clank of their accoutre- 
ments impressed with no ordinary terror the timid and the 
disloyal. 

By this time Xing James had fled from Whitehall, and 
under an escort of Imtch troops, was — ^nobody knew where. 
William was in possession oi his palace, £fom whence he 
issued orders to the troops, and proclamations to the peoj^e, 
with all the air of a conqueror and authority of a king. The 
entire forces of Britain had joined him, save sixty gentlemen 
of the Scottish Life Guards, and a few of the Scots' Greys 
(who were on their way home, under Viscoxmt Dundee), and 
the Eoyals, whom, fromtilieir number, discipline, and known 
faith to James, the Stadtholder was very desirous of sending 
abroad forthwith, xmder command of the marshal-duke of 
Schombffl^, a venerable soldier of fortune, whose arrival at 
Ipswich on the night in question had brought matters to a 
sudden issue. 

u2 
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Clad in a plain bufif coat, with a black iron helmet and 
breastplate, Dunbarton galloped into the market-place of 
Ipswidi, wheref the two battalions of his musketeers were 
arrayed, three deep, in one firm and motionless line, with the 
moon shining brightly on their steel caps, their glittering 
bandoliers, and the gleaming barrels of their shouldered arms. 
As he dashed up, the four standards — ^two of white silk, with 
the azure cross, and two with the old red lion and fieu/r^de- 
lis — were unfurled, and a crash of prolonged music rang 
through the echoing street, and many a bright point flashed 
in the moonlight as the arms were presented, and the hoarse 
drums rolled the point of war, while the handsome earl bowed 
to his holsters, as he reined up his flery horse before his 
gallant comrades. The music died away, again the harness 
rang, and then all became still, save the hum of the fearful 
crowd, and the rustle of the embroidered banners. 

" Fellow-soldiers of the Old Eoyals ! " exclaimed the earl, 
" at last the hour has come which must prove to the uttermost 
if that faith and honour which have ever been our guiding- 
stars, our watchword and parole, still esdst among us— when 
we must strike, or be for eyer lost ! Through many a day of 
blood and danger we have upborne our banners in the wars 
of Luxembourg, of the great Cond^, and the gallant Torenne ; 
and shall we desert them now P I trow not ! Oh ! remem- 
ber the dories of France and Flanders, of Brabant and 
Alsace. Kemember the brare comrades who there feU by 
your side, and are now perhaps looking down on us from 
amid these sparkling stars. O, my Mends, remember the 
braye and faithful dead ! 

'* Shall it be said that the ancient Eoyals, Les Grardes Ecos- 
sais of the princely Louis, so faithful and true to the race of 
Bourbon, deserted their natiye monarch in this sad hour of 
his fallen fortune^ and at most extremi^ P No ! I know you 
will serve him as he must be served, till treason and rebellion 
are crushed beneath our feet like vipers — I know you will 
flght to the last gasp, and fall like true Scottish men — I know 
ye are prepared to dare and to do, and to die when the hour 
comes! ' 

A deep murmur of applause rang along the triple ranks. 

" ThaJt hour is come ! Even now, Frederick de Sdiom- 
berg, the tool and minion of the Dutch usurper and his par- 
ricidal wife, is within the walls of Ipswich, empowerea to 
deprive me of my baton, which I hold from the parliament of 
Scotland, and to lead you — ^where P To the foggy flats and 
pestilential fens of Holland, the land of agues and nypocrisy^ 
to flght for his beggarly boors and pampered burgomasters. 
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a&d to encounter our ancient comrades of France — ^the bold 
and beautiful France, whose glories we and our predecessors 
hare shared on a thousand immortal fields. Between us and 
our home lie many hundred miles. De Ginckel, with three 
thousand Swart Euyters, hovers on the Lincoln road to inter- 
cept us ; Sir John Lanier, with two squadrons of English 
cavalry, awaits us on another ; while that false villain Mait- 
land, with a foot brigade of our Scottish guards, is pushing 
on from London to assail our rear. But fear not, my ^ood 
and gallant comrades, for by the blessing of God, by the holy 
consecration of these standards, by the strength of our hands, 
by the valour of our hearts, and the justice of our cause, we 
will cut our way through ten thousand obstacles, and reach 
the far-off hills of the Scottish highlands, where the loyal 
clans are all in arms, and wait but the appearance of Dundee 
and myself to sweep like a whirlwind down on the Low- 
lander ! " 

A loud shout from fifteen hundred men rang through the 
market-place, and the brave heart of Dunbarton sweUed with 
exultation at the devotion of his loyal soldiers, and anger at 
the desertion of their false comrades. He was not, however, 
without considerable anxiety as to the issue of this decided 
revolt, or rather appeal to arms, at such a distance from their 
native land, and in a place were they were so utterly without 
sympathy, succour, or friends — ^where to be a Scotsman was 
to be an enemy. But the very desperation of the attempt 
endued him with fresh energy. Ere ne marched his devoted 
band, he addressed Gavin of that ilk, a tall gigantic officer, 
with a rapier nearly five feet long— 

" 60 to the house of the town treasurer, and teU hinr^ 
instantly to hand you over £10,000 for the service of King 
James, under pain of immediate military execution. If the 
villain demur " 

" I'U twist his neck like a cock-patrick," said Gavin. 

" You will rejoin us at the bridge of the Orwell." 

" And how if these rascally burghers make me prisoner P'* 

" Then, bjr the blood of the Black Douglas !** said the earl, 
passionately, " I will not leave one stone of Ipswich standing 
upon another." 

Gavin strode away, and his tall feathers were seen floating 
above the heads or the shrinking crowd that occupied the 
lower end of the market-place. 

" And harkee, Finland ! " continued the earl, " take young 
"Walter Fenton and fifty tall musketeers, break open the 
English government arsenal, and bring off four pieces of 
eaimon wnich I understand are there ; press horses wherever 
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Tou can ffet them ; blow up the magaziiie ; and join us at the 
bridge — ^forgetting not, if you are invaded, to handle the 
citizens at discretion, in our old flemish fashion. B^ 
Heaven, they may be thankful that I have not treated their 
town of Ipswich as old John of Tsercla, the Count Tilly, did 
Magdeburg. Away, then ! " 



CHAPTEE XXXVIII. 

PBEE QTJABTEBS. 

Falstaff. 'SUood ! 'twas time to connteffeit, or that hot termagant Soot 
fiad paid me scot and lot too. — ^HxNaT lY. 

The redness of the moon passed away as it ascended into 
the blue wide vault, and its cold white lustre was poured 

rn the level English landscape that spread at the feet of 
Scottish soldiers, as they began to ascend the heights, or 
gentle eminence to the northward of Ipswich. Above the 
winter smoke of the dense little town, the spires of its churches 
stood out in bold relief, like lances gHttormg through a sea of 
^auze ; and the wich or bend of the beaulaful Orwell swept 
m a silvery semicirGle, like a gleaming snake, among the 
fallow fields and leafless copsewood; and far around the 
scenery spread like a moonlit map or fairy amphitheatre. All 
was still m tiie town below ; at times a light twinkled, or a 
voice rang out upon the quietness that reigned there, but the 
Scots Koyals, who were halted on the brow of an 'eminence, 
over which wound the northern road (the way to their distant 
home) heard nothing to indicate the success of their comrades. 

Anon a vast blaze eleamed broadly and redly on the night, 
revealing a thousand striking objects unseen before, — ^the 
church of St. Peter, with its gleaming windows, and the 
Grothic facade of Wolsey's ruin^ college. A loud explosion 
followed, a shout rose up &om the town below; then all 
became still, and it seemed, as before, to float in the calm 
misty li^ht of the diver moon. 

*' f^inWd has blown up the English magazine," said the 
earl ; " and here he comes." 

The clatter of hoofs and wheels rin^ng in the narrow 
streets, and rambling above the hollow bndge of the OrweU, 
approached; steel caps flashed in the moonlight above the 
parapet, the gleam of arms was reflected in ihe Bur£aee of 
the river, and in a few minutes Douglas, Walter Fenton, 
Gavin of that ilk, and* their party seated on the tombrik. 
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dashed up with four pieces of beaatifdl brass cannon, marked 
with the DToad arrow and red rose of England, and drawn b j 
twelve horses, captured for the occasion. 

"Bravo, Finland!" exdaimed the earl; ''here are four 
braw marrows for old Mons M^." 

" Woxdd to heaven, my lord, thev were in the Maiden 
Castle aloi^side of her, with the stanaard of the Cock o' the 
North wavms over them ! " 

" How so ^— art faint-hearted, man P" 

" Tosh, I am a Donglas.-r-Ask Ghivin." 

" What news, my tall grenadier P Yon have the riz-doUars. 
I hone." 

" My lord earl, the devil a tester. This Enfflish bnrffo- 
master was not a whit dismayed by my threats, bnt assailed 
me with a band of tip-staves ; so, with drawn rapier, I was 
glad to beat a retreat, and gain Emland's band with my skin 
whole." 

" And what think you inspired him to beard ns thns P" 
asked Walter. 

"By the head of the king, I care not!" said Donbarton, 
setting his teeth, and rising in his stirrups. " I will hang 
him m>m ycmder steeple, and inquire after. ' 

" Jeddart justice all Hie world over," muttered old Wemyss. 

" He had received news that Sir John Lanier, with his 
regiment of dragoon guards and Langstone's horse, 'have 
already reached Saffiron Walden, in which case it were 
madneaft in us to tarry." 

*" Gra-nn, must we then retreat P" said the earl, colouring 
with passion. " YHio brought these evil tidings P" 

" An English gentleman. 

" Pshaw — ^I don't think he can be relied on." 

" I know him to be a man of good repute," replied Gavin ; 
** Sir Tufton Shirley, of Mildenham. He fought for the king 
at Sedgemoor. I warrant him brave and honourable as any 
cavalier in his country." 

"Be advised, noble earl," urged the grim old laird of 
Drnmquhasel ; " every moment is worth l£e life of a brave 
comrade." 

" Indubitably so," added the Eeverend Dr. Joram, as he 
spurred a prancing mare which he had borrowed uncon- 
ditionally, with holsters and saddle-bags, from the host of the 
BoUoign-gate. " As Sir John Mennys saith in his Musanmi 
Delici»— 

" Hee that fights and rmmis away, 
May live to fight '♦ 

Ye know the rest, sirs." 
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" We are not wont to make such reservations, reverend 
sir ; but you are in the right," replied the earl. " March in 
silence, comrades, and with circumspection. Keep your 
ranks close, and your matches lighted — ^forward ! " 

About midnight they passed Needham, a town on the 
Orwell. All was dark and silent ; scarcely a dog barked as 
they marched through its deserted streets, and continued 
their way, by the Hgnt of the stars, across the fertile country 
beyond. The fugitive Scots marched with great care and 
rapidity; four hundred miles lay between them and their 
native land, a long and perilous route, on which they knew 
innumerable dangers and difficulties would attend them. 

De Ginckel, the Dutch earl of Athlone, Sir John Lanier, 
and Colonel Langstone, with six regiments of horse and dra- 
goons, and Major Maitland with a brigade of the renegade 
Scottish guards, were pressing forward by various routes to 
intercept and cut them off. JN'o man dared, on peril of his 
life, to straggle from the ranks ; for, as Scotsmen and loyalists, 
they were aoubly enemies to the English peasantry, who 
would infallibly liave murdered any that feU into their hands, 
as they had done all the Scottish wounded and stragglers 
after the battle of Worcester. And thus, animated by anxiety, 
hope, and the exhortations of the gallant Dunbarton and his 
cavaliers, they marched, all heavify accoutred as they were, 
with such amazing rapidity, that, long ere daybreak, they had 
left Bury St. Edmunds, with its ancient spire and once mag- 
nificent abbey, twenty miles behind them. ^ 

Making detours through the fields, cutting a passagdwough 
walls, hedges, and fences, they avoided every town and village, 
and more thaii once were brought to a halt by Gavin, who led 
the avant guard, declaring that he saw helmets glittering in 
the light of the waning moon. They forded the waters of the 
Lark, and the cold grey light of the winter morning began to 
brighten the level horizon, throwing forward in dark rehef the 
distant trees and village spires, as they came in sight of Ely, 
without having encountered their Dutch or Eii^lish foemen. 

The cold was intense ; and the same white m>st that pow- 
dered the grassy lawns and leafless trees, encrusted the iron 
helihets and corslets of the soldiers, whose breath curled from 
their close ranks like smoke from a fire. To Scotsmen even 
the most hilly parts of the landscape appeared almost a dead 
level, where Ely, with its fine cathedral and street, that strag- 
gled on each side of the roadway, seemed fioatiujg in a sea of 
white mist, through which the Ouse wound lie a golden 
thread. Shorn of its beams by the thick winter haze, the 
morning sun, like a luminous ball of glowing crimson, as- 
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cended slowly into its place, and the great tower and pinnacles 
of Ely cathedral gleamed in its light as if their rich gothic 
earring had been covered with the richest gilding, and the tall 
tracened windows shone like plates of bnmished gold. 

The reverend Dr. Joram, who had dashed forward with 
cocked pistols to reconnoitre, returned to report, with military 
precision, that " it was a fair city, open, without cannon or 
fortifications of any kind ; and tnat, if it contained soldiers, 
they kept no watch or ward. And I pray Heaven," he added, 
" we may get wherewith to break our fast." 

"We will march in with drums beating," said the earl. 
** Allans, mon tambour major ! Give us the old Scottish 
march, with which stout James of Hepburn so often scared 
the Imperialists in their trenches on the Oder and the Maine." 

With dnuns beating, standards displayed, and matches 
lighted, the solid column marched into the little city of Ely 
just as the tenth hour rang from the cathedral bells, and halt- 
mg, the earl sent to the a£&ighted mayor to demand peaceably 
three hours' quarters and subsistence for 1,500 Scots in the 
service of king James. The mayor, who on the previous 
nig ht had despatched a most loyal address to the new King 
William, was considerably dismayed to find the city so sud- 
denly filled by the soldiers of a nation he equally feared and 
detested : but to hear was to obey. The determined aspect of 
young Walter Fenton, with his features flushed and red by 
the long and frosty night march, his drawn rapier, and Scot- 
tish accent and fashion of armour, made the mavor use every 
e:^ertion to get his unwelcome visitors peaceably billeted on 
the terrified citizens, who expected nothing less than imme- 
diate sack and slaughter. 

To the earl he sent a flowery invitation to breakfast, thus 
anticipating Dunbarton, who biad proposed to invite himself. 
The other cavaliers quartered themselves on any houses that 
suited their fancy ; and Walter Fenton, Finland, and their 
jovial chaplain took possession of a handsome old mansion at 
the extremity of the city, having with them Wemyss and a 
few soldiers, to prerent treachery, surprise, or inattention on 
the part of the occupants, whom they desired to prepare Sr 
substantial breakfast, on peril of their lives, ere the drums 
beat to arms. 

It was an ancient, oriel-windowed house, with clusters of 
carved chimneys rising from steep wooden gables, around 
which the withered vine and dark-green ivy clambered ; its 
gloomy dining-hall, lighted by three paiated and mullioned 
windows, was floored with oak, and curiously wainscotted. 
A great pile of roots and coal was blazing in the projecting 
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fire-place, and a shout of approbation burst from the frozen 
guests as they clattered in, and drawing chairs around the 
joyous hearth, threw aside tibeir steel caps, and demanded 
breaHast as Yociferously as if eadi was lord of the mansion, 
and the venerable butler looked from one to another in con- 
fusion and dismay. 

"Fellow, where is thy master?" asked Finland; "why 
comes he not to greet 1^ king's soldiers, if he is a true 
cavalier?" 

"To be plain, sir, his honour took horse, and rode off 
whenever your drums were heard beating down-hill." 

" Some rascally old roundhead ! and i^y did he ride — ^was 
he afiraid we would eat him ?" 

" I know not, sir ; but a bold horseman is my master ; and 
he dashed into the Ouse as if he saw the game before hun." 

" Or the devil behind ! " added the cler^man. " Mahoud ! 
a thought strikes me— he crossed the Cmse — what if he be 
gone to warn De Ginckel of our route ? The Swart Buyters 
were last seen at Haverhill." 

" Convince us of that, doctor," said "Walter, " and we should 
bum this fair house to the ground-stone." 

" Gadso, lad ; let us nave breakfast first. Harkee, 
butler " 

" Thou se'st, reverend sir,"" beean the old servant, trembling. 

" Avaunt, caitiff! dost thou thou me ? ' I am come of good 
kin,' as the old morality saith," cried Joram ; " fetch me a 
pint of sack posset, dashed with ginger, and a white loaf, 
while breakfast is preparing ; and if you would save your 
back from mv riding-roo, and your master's mansion from the 
flames, see that our repast be such as not even Heliogabalus 
could find a fault with." 

" And bring me a wassail bowl of spiced ale," said Finland. 

" And me a stoup of brandy, master butler," added Serjeant 
Wemyss. 

" ^d me the same," chorossed Hab Elshender and the 
soldiers at the lower end of the hall ; while his reverence the 
chaplain, stretching himself before the ruddy flames, began 
the old ditty of the Cavaliers of Fortune. 

' * Now all you brave lads, that woald hazard for honour, 
Hark 1 how Bellona her trumpet doth blow ; 
Man, with many a wariike bamier, 

Brav^ displayed, invites you to goe I 
Germani, Denmark, and Sweden, are smokincr, 
VnOi a band al brave sworders each other provoking. 
Marching in their armoor bright, 
Summonis you to glory's flght. 

Sing tan ta, ra, ra, ra, ra, ra I " 
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As lus reference concluded, he drained the sack posset, which, 
the white-haired butler placed obsequiously before him. 

" Many a time and oh haye I heard my father chant that 
old Swedish war-song," said Finland. "He commanded a 
regiment of Buyters under Gustavus." 

" O A^vat ! GastaYns Adolidras, we cfy. 
With thee all most either win hanoor or die I 
Tan ta, za, i», ra, ra, ra 1 *' 

sang the chaplain ; " O 'tis a jolly anthem. Here's to his 
memory — GustsFus Adolphus, the firiend of the soldier of 
f ortone— the CflBsar of Sweden — the star of the north ! I per- 
ceiye, gentlemen," continued the diyine, " that there are yir- 
ginals and music in yonder oriel window. What say ye — 
shall we summon the rosy English dame, whose dainty fingers 
I doubt not, press those ivory keys, ihat she may sing us 
some of the merry southern madrigals £ing Charles loved so 
well?" 

" Nay, doctor, by Heaven ! '* said Walter, as the thought 
of his absent Lilian (for whose sake all the sex were dear to 
him) flashed upon his mind. '' If there are ladies here, no 
man shall molest them while I can hold a rapier.'* 

*' Hear this young cock o' the game," said Joram, angrily ; 
" he cocks his oeaver like a mohock already." 

" Well spoken, youn^ comrade," said Finland ; " our clerical 
friend hath mistaken his avocation. Instead of entering holy 
orders, he should have be^i purveyor to old Dalyel's Bed 
Cossacks." 

" 'Sdeath ! gentlemen," said the divine, colouring ; " I only 
jested, and you torn on me like so many harpies. But as for 
you, Mr. Fenton, my pretty cavaliero, wko proposed burning 
the mansion to the ground-stone P" 

" I knew not that it contained ladies." 

" Mv lady comes of an old cavalier family, noble sirs," said 
the ola butier, with great pertorbation ; " and would herself 
appear to greet you, but illness " 

" It is enough good feUow," replied Finland ; " how is she 
named?" 

" She is a daughter of old Sir Tnfton Shirley." 

;* Then God bless her!" said Joram; "her fether's hallof 
Mildenham can show the marics of Cromwell's bullets. And 
your master, gaffer Englishman — kis name P" 

"Marmadiuie Langstone," answered Ihe servant hesi- 
tatj ngh r. 

" Wno commands a corps of Bed dragoons on the borders 
of Bedfordshire?" 

*^jrhe same." 
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"Then hell*3 malison on him for a false, canting, prick- 
eared, round-headed, double-dyed traitor!" exclaimed the 
chaplain, furiously, as he attacked a cold sirloin, with the 
same energy as it it had been the proprietor. " He is now 
tracking us fromplace to place ; but if ne comes within reach 
of our cannon — Ghadso ! let him look to it." 

A sumptuous breakfast of cold roasted beef, venison pies, 
broiled sahnon, white manchets, cheese, butter, eggs, milk, 
possets of sack, tankards of spiced ale, coffee, ike, nad been 
spread on the table of the dining-hall, by the timid English 
servants, whose dread and aversion of their imwelcome guests 
often made the latter laugh outright. 

" I am glad," said WSter, as he breakfasted, " we have 
taken quarters in the house of so false a traitor. I should 
like much to have a horse ; and, for the service of Xing 
James, I will mulct him of the best in his stable." 

Wemyss and other soldiers, who occupied the lower end of 
the long oak table, were feasting, with all the voracity of 
famished kites, on the rich viands ; but while hewing down 
the great sirloin in vast slices, Hab Elshender declared that 
he "would rather have a cogue of brose at his mother's 
ingle-neuk, than the best that bluff England could produce." 

" And well I agree with thee, friend Hab," said the 
veteran Wemyss. " My heart misgives me, we will be sorely 
forfoughten, ere we see the blue reek curling from our ain 
lumheeds. But here is to Dunbarton— Grod bless his noble 
heart, and the good old cause." 

" Good Wemyss, and you, my brave lads," said Dr. Joram, 
from the head of the table, " I crave to drink with you." 

" Thanks to your reverence — thanks to your honour," 
muttered the soloiers, bowing and drinking. 

The meal was a very protracted one ; but the moment it 
was over, Dr. Joram muttered a hasty blessing, called loudly 
for more wine, lighted his great pipe, unbuttoned his vest and 
with Finland sat down to a game of tric-trac ; the soldiers 
began to examine their bandoleers and muskets, and Walter 
repaired to the ample but nearly empty stables, where, from 
among the indifferent farm horses the necessities of war had 
left behind, he selected a fine-looking charger, high-headed, 
close-eared, square-nosed, and broad-chested, and having 
saddled, bridled, and caparisoned him to his entire satis- 
faction, led him forth just as the gen^ale was beaten. 
Mounting, he galloped to the muster-place, well pleased with 
the acqmsition the law of reprisal and the fortune of war en- 
titled him to make. 
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CHAPTEE XXXIX. 

THE BBDBEMED PLEPGB. 

Ha 1 dost thou know me ? that I ^m Lothario f 
As great a name as this prond city boasts of. 
Who is this mighly man* then» this Horatio^ 
That I should basely hide me from his anger ? 

Fair Pbnitevt. 

S.EFEESHED by tlieir halt at Elf, the soldiers of Diinbarton 
pushed on towards "Merry Lincoln," the merriment of 
whose citizens would probably be no way increased by their 
arrival. lifarching by the most mifirequented route to avoid 
the highway, they pursued a devious path through fallow 
fields and nozen lawns, and sought the shelter of every 
copsewood. 

The level plains of fertile England could oppose but few 
and feeble obstacles to the hill-dimbine Scots, accustomed 
from infancy to the rocky glens and patioless forests of their 
ragged mountain home ; however they found it necessary to 
abandon the four pieces of English cannon, which were spiked 
and concealed in a thicket, and thus imencumbered, they 
hurried on with increased speed. 

Walter's heart grew buoyant and gay as the diy wore 
apace, and the picturesque villages with tneir yellow thatched 
cottages and ivy-coverea churches, the old Elizabethan halls 
and brick-built manors of Cambridge and Lincolnshire, were 
passed in rapid succession. He knew that every pace lessened 
the distance between Lilian and himself, and before the sober 
winter sun descended in the safiron west, he hailed vdth 
pleasure the old town of Crowland, with its great but ruined 
abbey, the walls of which were buried imder masses of 
luxuriant iyy. 

Far over the gently undulated landscape shone the purple 
and yellow rays of tne setting sun ; Crowland Abbey, its old 
fantastic houses and village spire, on the summit of which the 
vine and ivy flourished, and all the winter scenery were 
bathed in^warm light. The Scots were descending a slope 
towards the town, when a shot fired by the avant guard, gave 
them an alert; then the voice of Dunbarton was heard com- 
manding his brave musketeers to halt, while Gravin of that 
ilk came galloping back from the front. 

" My lord earl," said he, " we have seen the glitter of steel 
above the uplands yonder." 

Then we have been brought to bay at last. With six 
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thousand horse on our flanks, it was not likely we would 
pass the ridings of Yorkshire without a camisado. Strike 
lip the ScottiSi point of war, and let these knaves show 
themselves." 

The shrill flfes and brattling drums rang clear and sharp in 
the pure &osty air, and ere the last note had died away, a 
body of horse appeared on an opposite eminence. Ijieir 
broad beaver hats and waving feathers, polished corslets and 
scarlet coats, dedared them English. 

" *Sdeath," said the earl, " they are Langstone's Eed 
Dragoons, so De Ginokers Black Eiders are not far off." 

" Tis but a troop of sixty, my lord," said Walter. 

'' Dost tlunk they are within range?" asked Gfavin, as his 
grenadiers began to open their pou(3ies and blow their ^es. 

" Scarcely, and we have no ammunition to spare ; so if 
they molest us not, I freely bid them good speed in God's 



name." 



A single cavalier was now seen to spur his horse to the 
front, and after riding along the roadway a few yards, to 
rein up and Are a pistol in the air. aj the military eti- 
quette of the time, uiis was understood to be a challenge to 
smgle encounter, or to exchange shots with any cavalier so 
inclined. 

Eull of ardour, and youthfiil rashness, and burning to dis- 
tinguish himself, Walter Fenton exclaimed, 

'* I accept ^e challenge of this bravadoer ; you will permit 
me, my Lord Dunbarton P " i| 

** Doubtless, my brave lad, but beware ; yonder fellow 
appears an old rider ; his harness is complete ^, la cuircissier, 
as we used to say in France." 

*' Scaled all over like an armadillo, as we used to say at 
Tangier," added Dr. Joram. " Speed thee, Fenton, and 
show the rebel villain small mercy." 

Walter galloped within a fewpaces of his adversary, who 
had now reloaded his pistol, ms powerfrd frame which ex- 
hibited great muscular strength, was cased in a corslet of 
bright steel, buff coat and gloves, and enormous jack boots, 
fenced by plates of iron ; nis head was defended by an iron 
cap i^overed with black velvet, (a fashion of James YII.), 
ana was adorned by a single feather ; he carried a long 
carbine and still longer bros^word. His hair was cut short, 
and his chin shaved close in the Dutch fashion. He levelled 
a pistol between his horse's ears with a long and deliberate 
aim at Walter, whose eye was fixed in painful acuteness upon 
the little black muzzle and stem grey eye that glared along 
the barrel. 
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He fired ! 

The ball grazed the cheek-plate of Walter's morion. He 
never winced, but felt his heart tingle with rage and ex- 
idtation, as in torn he levelled his long horse-pistol at the 
WiUiamite trooper, who was reloading with the utmost cool- 
ness. Walter fired, and with a loud snort, a strange cry, and 
terrific bound, the strong Flemish horse qf his adversary sank 
to the earth, and tore up the turf with its hoofs. Its brain 
had been pierced. The rider lost his pistol by the plunge, 
but adroiUy disengaging himself ^m the twisted stirrups, 
high saddle, and conviused legs of the fallen steed, he un- 
sheathed his long sword, and brandished it, crying — 

" Vive le Moi Ghiillomme .' come on, young coistrel !" 

While the cheers of his comrades and a brisk ruffle on 
their drams made his heart leap within him, Walter sprang 
irom. his horse, and throwing the reins to Hab Elshender, 
drew his slender, cavalier rapier, and rushed to encounter his 
strong antagonist, but a glance sufficed to stay his forward step 
and upraised hand, and to lull the excitement of his spirit. 

" Captain 19'apier!" he exclaimed, on recognizing beneath 
the daric head-piece, the stem, unmoved, but not unnandsome 
features of Lilian's kinsman, and his rival. 

** I told thee, Fenton, we would meet again," said Napier, 
coldly, and sternly, ** and I swore when that hour came to 
spare thee not. Lt hath come, so do unto me, as thou wilt be 

done by." 

" For the sake of her whose name and blood you inherit in 
common, I would rather shun than encounter you. Your life 
-*I spared it once." 

" Why remind me of that ?" said Napier, furiously, while 
his cheek reddened. " 'Tis better to die than remember that 
the boldest heart of the Scots Brigade owes its existence to 
the favour of a beardless moppet like thee ! bethink thee, 
man," continued Napier, sneeringly, "the entail — ^your sword 
can breijc it in a moment ; Quentin Napier is the last of his 
race, and then Lilian becomes an heiress." 

" Away, sir," replied Walter, sadly and calmly, as he 
dropped the point of his swo(rd, "you have mentioned the 
only thing tiiat in an hour like this, unnerves my hand to en- 
counter you." 

At that moment a dram of Dunbarton's beat a charge. 

" Hark ! your comrades are impatient," said Napier, scorn- 
fully ; " fall on, you namelesB loon, for here shall I redeem the 
pleoge I gave or die," and swaying his sword with both hands, 
he attacked Walter with great fury and undisguised ferocity. 

His courage was well met by Walter's address, but lu& 
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bodily strength and weight of weapon were far superior, and 
he pressed on pell mell, until a deep gash In the right cheek 
reminded him of the necessity of coolness. The wound which 
would undoubtedly have roused another man to additional 
fury, had the effect of giving Napier a caution, that enabled 
hJTn to pa rry Walter's successive cuts and thrusts with preat 
success. Without the least advantage being gained on either 
side, the combat continued for three or four minutes, during 
which the greatest skill in swordsmanship was exhibited by 
both cavaliers, in their attempts to nass each other's points, 
until a stone in the frozen turi cau^nt Walter's heel, and he 
was thrown to the earth with great rorce. Ere he could draw 
breath, the captain sprang upon him like a tiger, and with his 
sword shortened in nis hand, and a knee pressed upon his 
breast, he exclaimed in a fierce whisper through his clenched 
teeth, 

" Now I have thee ! now your life is in my hand, but even 
now will I spare it, if here before the Grod that is above us, 
ye swear for the future to renounce all hope and thought of 
lilian Napier — ^now, yea, and for ever !" 

" Never I" gasped Walter, panting with rage and shame, 
for an exulting shout from the lied dragoons stung him to the 
soul ; " never 5 by what title dare you impose such terms on 
me?" 

" By the right of a kinsman and betrothed lover who would 
save her from contamination, by becoming: the wife of an un- 
known foundling, a beggarly varlet, a soldier's wallet boy — 
ha !" and he ground his teeth. 

Walter felt stifled as his corslet was compressed beneath 
the heavy knee of his concjueror, and he made many ineffectual 
struggles te grasp his poniard, but it lay below him. 

"Itenounce — renounce! swear — swear 1" hissed Napier 
through his teeth. 

** Never, never," groaned Walter. 

'*Then die!" shouted Napier; and raised his shortened 
sword whidii he grasped bj tno blade ; but endued with new 
energy at the prospect of mstant death, Walter, by a vigorous 
effoi^ of streng[th, with one hand flung his adversary from him, 
and pinning him te the earth in turn, unsheathed his long 
dagger, and while labouring under a storm of wrath and fruy, 
drove it twice through the joints of his shining fforget, but 
unable to withdraw it after the second blow, sank upon his 
enemy, and they lay weltering together in blood. 

" My bitter and my heavy curse be on thee, Walter Fen- 
ton !" hissed the dying Napier through his chattering teeth ; 
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" and if thou gettest her, may the curse of lieaven, and the 
curse that fell on Jeroboam be thine ! mayest thou die child- 
less, and be the last as thou art the first of thy race !" He 
fell back and expired. 



CHAPTEE XL. 



THS 8WABT BUYTEBS. 

'With bamished brand and mnsketoon. 

So gallantly you come ; 
I read yoa for a bold dragoon. 

That lists the taclc of dram. 

BOKEBT. 



When Walter Fenton recovered, he found himself on 
horseback, and his comrades on the march, beyond Crowland, 
•and the setting sun was about to dip below the far-off horizon. 
A throng of moughts chased each other through his mind, 
but sorrow was me prevailing one. The rage he had felt 
against Napier for his taunts, the hatred for ms rivaby, and 
animosity for his politics, had all passed away ; he felt now the 
keenest sorrow for his fate, and remorse that he had fallen by 
his hand. 

The thought did flash upon him, that by the fetal issue of 
the encounter, Lilian was indisputably heiress of Bruntisfield 
and the Wrytes, but shrinking from contemplation of it, he 
dismissed it from his mind, as unworthy to be dwelt upon. 
By him the warm congratulations of his mends were unheeded 
and unheard ; his whole mind was absorbed in the idea that 
he had slain the only kinsman of his beloved Lilian, and 
destroyed the last of a long and gallant race, and already in 
anticipation he beheld her tears, and heard the sorrowful re- 
proaches of the proud Lady Grizel. 

The appearance of the advanced party of Langstone*s 
troopers, whom the earl knew belonged to Sir John Lanier's 
brigade of English horse, had considerably increased the 
dread of the retreating regiment. There was now every pro- 
spect of being enclosed ana cut off, for independent of infantry 
pouring from twenty different roads upon their route, there 
were 6,000 horse following them on the spur from the eastern 
and western counties. Actuated by loyalty, by dread of cap- 
ture and consequent disarmment, decimation, captivity, or dis- 
persion, they marched with great rapidity, and to cheer them 
on, the earl and his officers constantly encouraged them by 

II. X 



306 THE SCOTTISH CAYALIBB. 

enthusiastic addresses and encomiums, to which the brave 
Boyals responded by shouts and cheers. 

Shrill blew the mes, and the braced drums rang briskly, as 
they entered upon a dreary wold to the northward of CJrow- 
land, a grassy and heathy waste, or down, over which the 
fading li^ht of the setting sun shone in all its saffron splen- 
dour. On debouching fiom the road over which the tall 
poles, with the slender stems of the hops twining and clamber- 
ing, though leafless and faded, formed an archway through 
the thick and dense hop gardens that bordered each side of 
the way, the advanced guard uttered a shout of surprise and 
defiance, and halted till the main body came up. 

Groring his horse, Dunbarton dashed to the front, and 
beheld a dense column of darkly-armed cavaby formed in line 
across the moor, about a gunshot distant. They were motion- 
less as statues, and the setting sun shone roll upon their 
serried flies and glittering weapons ; they were solderlike in 
aspect ; their helmets and corslets were oi unpolished iron, as 
black as their long jack-boots ; their yellow coats, heavily 
cuffed, and with looped skirts, proclaimed them Dutch. Their 
horses were large, heavily jointed, and as phlegmatic in aspect 
as their riders, for the whole brigade stood motionless and 
still as a line of bronze statues. Even their blue standards, 
with the 'whitefess, hung pendant and unmoven. 

A Httle in advance of the line was an. officer on horseback, 
motionless, inert, and seemingly fast asleep ; he was a man of 
vast rotundity, and cased in a capacious cuirass of polished 
steel, which gave hirn tibie aspect or a mighty tortoise, or some 
great bulb of which tiie gilt helmet formed the apex. An 
enormous basket-hilted sword swung on one side of nim, and 
a brass blunderbuss on the other; while a great tin speaking- 
trumpet, like that of a Dutch skipper (then common in Si 
armies, and last used by the brave Lord Heathfleld), was 
grasped in his right hand. So utterly lifeless seemed the 
whole array, that if any other proof was wanting, it alone 
would have proclaimed tnem Hollanders. 

" Dutch, Dv all the devils !" cried Dunbarton, galloping 
back to the Koyals. "'lis the Baron de Ginckel and his 
Swart Ruyters. Pikes against cavalry ! Gavin, throw your 
grenadiers into the centre. Finland, Drumquhasel, brave 
gentlemen, march me your companies to the front. Mus- 
keteers, blow your matches, open your pans, and prepare to 
give flre I" 

" Shoulder to shoulder, my boys !" cried Dr. Joram ; 
'' though the number of Gog be countless as the sand on the 
sea-shore, fear not !" 
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"Grod save King James ! * Hurrah!" cried the Eoyals, as 
the pikemen rushed forward to form the outer faces of the 
square, in which Dunbartou resolved to cut a passage through 
the Dutch, as there was no time for a protracted fight by 
taking advantage of the localities ; for other troops were press- 
ing forward on every hand. like a vast hedgehog with all its 
bristles erected, the band of Scots, in one dense mass, de- 
bouched upon the wold, with their fifteen himdred helmets 
and myriads of bright points gleaming in the last fiush of the 
set sun. The stout pikemen, with their long weapons charged 
(or levelled) from the right haunch before them, formed the 
outer faces of the square ; and the musketeers, with their 
smoking matches and polished barrels, the rear-rank ; in ihe 
centre were the grenadiers, with their open pouches and 
lighted grenades, clustered round the Scottish standards, 
beneath which the old national march was beaten by twenty 
drums, as the whole column moved, with admirable order and 
invincible aspect, towards the centre of that long line of 
horse, whose fianks, when thrown forwaid, would quite have 
encircled them. 

With his half-pike in his hand, Walter marched in front of 
the first face, ana he felt a glow of ardour bum within him as 
they neared the Swart Buyters — for so these horsemen were 
named, from their black armour. 

The moment the Soyals advanced, De Ginckel placed his 
great trumpet to his mouth, and pufBng out his cheeks, in a 
voice of thunder, bellowed an order to break and form squad- 
rons, for the purpose of attacking^the Scots on every side. 
Hoarsely and deeply, in guttural l)ut<!ih, rang the words of 
command, as each successive captain gave the order to his 
troop ; and the whole line became instinct with life and action. 
Swords and helmets flashed, and standards waved, as the 
heavy iron squadrons, galloping obliquely to the right and 
left, formed in two dense columns, preparatoir to charging. 

" We will be assailed on every luind," excdaimed the earl ; 
" but be firm, my brave hearts, and quail not, for our lives 
and liberties depend upon the issue of this conflict. Halt ! 
pikemen ; keep shoulder to shoulder like a wall." 

" Vivat I " cried the Dutch dragoons ; " gluck ! gluck ! vivat 
Wilhehn!" -!5 s 8 

On they came in heavy masses, but ere their goring spurs 
had urged their ponderous chargers to the gallop, the voice of 
Dunbarton was again heard — 

" Musketeers, open your pans — give fire ! " 

'' Hurrah ! . down with the Sta£holder, and death to his 
hirelings ! " cried the Scots ; and the roar of six hundred mus- 

X 2 
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kets seemed to rend the very air, and reverberated like 
tbunder over the echoing heath. From each face of the 
square, above the stands of pikes, six ranks poured at once 
their volleys, three kneeling and three firing over their heads, 
according to the old Swedish custom of the Scots when 
formed in squares. Two hundred grenades soared hissing 
into the air, sank and burst, and the effect was tremendous on 
the advancing Dutch. 
More than a hundred and fifty troopers and horses fell 

Srone on the frozen heath, dead or rolling in the agonies of 
eath, and were fearfully trampled and kicked as the rear- 
ward squadrons, instead of dasmng onward, reined up simul- 
taneously, and a{>palled by the slaughter, and aware of the 
inutility of attacong a square of resolute infantry, began to 
recoil. 

A shout of fierce derision burst firom the retreating Scots, 
as De Ginckel, like avast Triton blowing on a conch, galloped 
from troop to troop, bellowing in furious Dutch the order to 
advance, accompanied by a storm of hoarse abuse ; but his 
Buyters were immovable, and he beat both officers and men 
wim the bell of his trumpet in vain. While reloading and 
blowing ^ir matches, the musketeers continued retiring with 
all expedition towards a thick coppice that grew on the margin 
of tlie moor about a mile distant. The Dutch cavalry re- 
formed, for pursuit. The roadway on the snow-covered moor- 
land was scarcely visible in the grey twilight ; on the ri^t, it 
brandied off towards Soston, and on tlie left towards JB^olk- 
in^iam. 

Dunbarton knew not the exact route, but his whole aim for 
the present moment was to reach the copsewood, where he 
would be less assailable bv horse. 

When but a quarter or a mile from this friendly bourne, a 
drum was heara to beat witUn its recesses, a long line of 
bright arms flashed under its dark shadows, and as if by 
magic the fugitive band beheld Maitland's brigade of ti^e 
Scots Guards two thousand strong, drawn up in finn array, 
with the red matches of their shouldered muskets gleaming 
like a wavy line of wildfire in the twilight of the evening. 

The shout of wrath and dismay that ourst from the smdiers 
of Dimbarton, was immediately succeeded by another; for 
lo ! a dense body of cavalry debouched from the Boston road, 
forming line at full gallop as they spread over tiie wold, while 
another, in dark and close arraj, came leisurely up at a trot 
from the ancient town of Folkmgham, and all theur trumpets 
sounded at once in martial and varying cadence, as they came 
in sight of the fugitives, and reined up for further orders. 
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" Lanier's troopers on the right ! '* said Finland. 

'* Marmadnke Lansstone on the left ! " added Dr. Joram ; 
" hemmed in — ^lost — ^uiefe is nothing for it now but surrender 
to the Philistines." 

" Or die in our ranks ! " said Walter Fenton. 

"Bight, my young gallant/' replied the earl. "All is 
indeed lost now; but discretion is oft the better part of 
Talour, and by yielding for the present we may the better 
serve Xing James at a rature period, than by bemg shot oa 
the instant, and thus ending our lives and ourioyalty together. 

What say ye, cavaliers and comrades P" Tnough the earl 
spoke thus lightly, his heart was throbbing with smothered 
passion, and the murmur that broke &om his soldiers was 
expressive rather of wrath and fury than acquiescence to his 
advice. 

Then a dead silence followed, and not a sound was heard 
throughout the diJSerent bands arrayed on the level wastp, 
but the clank of accoutrements, as two Dutch officers, de- 
spatched by the baron de Ginckel rode up to Langstone and to 
Ijanier, to conmiunicate the orders of tneir leader, who was 
rapidly advancing with his strong column of Eu^rs, so dis- 
jK)sed as completely to cut off afi hope of fUight in any direc- 
tion. 

In spite of his natural courage, Walter felt his heart now 
become a prey to intense sadness, if not apprehension. Jaded 
and wearied by excessive fatigue, his comrades were dispirited 
and little inclmed for new strife, to engage in which, so far 
from their native land, and when hemmed in by forces so 
much more numerous, would have been madness. He con- 
templated with horror being a prisoner to the Dutch or 
En^ish, to be banished perhaps to the West Indies or some 
far foreign station, or to endure a protracted captivity, and a 
shameful death ; in either case, peniaps never again to behold 
his Lilian and his loved native land, — ^for to a Scotsman the 
love of home is a second being — ^a part of his existence. So 
much was he occupied with these sad thoughts, that he was 
not aware a flag of truce was approaching, until he saw an 
English cavalier rein up his horse within a few yards of him. 
The stranger bowed gracefully, saying— 

" Sir Marmadnke Langstone would speak with the earl of 
Dunbarton; he is bearer of a message from Groderdt de 
Ginckel, earl of Athlone." 

" Say forth, Sir Marmadnke," replied the noble Douglas ; 
" if it be such as a Scottish earl may hear without dishonour. 
What says mynheer of AthloneP " 

The !E!nglishman laughed and replied,— 
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" He desires ig^ to acquaint your lordship and those gallant 
Scots who have so rashly revolted from Xing WDliam " 

" Yon mistake, sir ; we never joined tlS banner of the 
Stadtholder, and cannot be termed revolters." 

" Then ye are rebels by the laws of the land." 

" Not of England, as we owe it neither suit nor service." 

" Then ye have broken the laws of your own country." 

** Under favour, Sir Marmaduke ! we hold our commissions 
from the Scottish parliament, from whom we have received 
no orders, since we marched south among you here ; and you 
sadW mistake in naTniug those rebels, who still wear the king's 
tmiiorm." 

"My lord," rejoined the English knight, haushtUy, "I 
have no time to argue these niceties with you. De Grinckel 
desires me to inform you, that he will grant such terms as 
might be expected by anv other foreign ^ who hath marched 
cm JSnglish ground, witn drums beating and standards dis- 
played ; and these are, life and kindness, on an imconditional 
surrender of anns and all martial insignia, yielding yourselves 
prisoners at discretion." 

The swaarthy cheek of the earl grew gradually crimson 
with passion as Langstone spoke ; but an expression of shame 
and mortification succeeded. 

'* Alas, alas ! " said he, looking sadly on the silk standards 
tlutt rustled in the evening wind. " Are those old banners 
that were wrought for us i)y the noble demoiselles of Ver- 
sailles to be thus dishonoured at last P Often have they been 
pierced by the bullets, but never suUied by the touch of 
a foe ! " 

"We will yield to our ain kindly folk," cried Sergeant 
Wepajsa and several soldiers ; " we will yield us to Major 
Maitland and the Scots G-uards." 

"Tou must surrender to the Swart Buyters alone, my 
brave hearts ! " cried Langstone. 

" And what if we do not P " asked Dunbarton. 

" Good, my lord, the consequences will be frightfrd — ^un- 
conditional surrender, or utt^ extermination — Dutch terms. 
On every hand you are hemmed in, and every road to your 
native land is blocked up by enemies. My noble lord," and 
here with generous conndence the brave Englishman rode 
dose to the levelled pikes, " be advised by one who wishes 
well to Scot as to Southern. If one cannot fight prudently 
to-day, better be fighting a year hence, than have the sod 
growing green over us. Shall I ride back to the baron, and 
promise your surrender P " 

" Be it so ; but deeply do I grieve that Sir Marmaduke 
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Langstone, whose family has ever been ^istingmahed for 
raloiir and loyalty, is the pioponnder of soB. bitter terms to 
George of Dimbaorton/' 

" :nie times are changed, my lord ; lire and let Hve is my 
motto ; had soch been the maxim of James IT., this swora, 
which fngf fathi^ drew for his at Marston, had not this day 
been drawn against him. Liberty of conscience is dear to us 
all, and I respect the high principles of those soldiers who 
rushed to the standard ofour dehyerer." 

" Then learn still more to respect the chiyaky and gene- 
rosity of the few whose principles of loyalty bound them to 
their unhappy kinff in the darkest hour of his distress and 
misfortune?^ 

" Decide, my lord, decide — ^for the Swart Euyters are dos- 
ing up troop upon troop." 

''We will yield our national standards to the Scottish 
Guards-<-our arms and persons to De Ginckel." 

"It is enough," repGed Sir Marmaduke, as he wheeled 
round his horse, and rode towards the immense Dutoh com- 
mander, whose Buyters with the brig^es of Scotoh and 
Englisb^ had now hemmed in the j^i^tiyes, as it were in a 
la^e hollow square. 

Far off, at the horizon of the firozen heath, the winter moon, 
shining red and luminous, rose slowly into the blue sky, 
eclipsing the light of the diamond-like stars as it ascended ; 
and its pale splendour feU brightiy and steadily on the fitful 
weapons and the dark masses of half-mailed men, among 
whom they gleamed— on the white and powder-like frost thsS 
glittered silyery and clearly on eyery blade of grass, and on 
me dark spots that dotted the plain to the southward. 

There many a rider and horse were lying stiff and cold. 



CHAPTEE XLL 



LILIAN. 



I love fhee, gentle Knight ! but 'tis, 

Such love as sisters bear ; 
O, ask my heart no more tluua this. 

For more it may not spare. 

Knight Toooenbuko. 



The image of Clermistonlee and his threats came paLafully 
upon Lilian's memory. She shrieked for aid, but her cries 
were lost in the yacuity of the old-fashioned coach in which 
she was being carried off. She stroye to open the windows^ 
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but they were isunovable as those of a castle, and she re- 
signed herself toCars and despair. The vehicle was rumbling 
and jolting over a waste of frozen snow ; here and there, a 
farm-house or a congealed rivulet were passed, but every- 
thing appeared so s&ange and new, when viewed in their 
snowy guise by the twilight of the mirky winter night, that 
Lilian had not the most remote idea in what direction she 
was taken ; and shuddering with cold and apprehension, the 

Soor girl crouched down in a comer of the coach, and aban* 
oned herself to grief and wretchedness. 

The excessive chiU of the night, and prostration of spirit 
Tuider which she laboured, prc^uced a sort of stupor, and 
when the coach stopped, she was unable to move ; but a tall, 
dark man, muffled and masked like an intriguing gallant of 
the day, lifted her out. As one in a dream, who would in 
vain elude some hideous vision, she attempted to shriek ; but 
the unuttered cry died away on her hps, and she closed her 
eyes. A strong embrace encircled her ; a hot breath — (was 
it not a kiss P) — came upon her cold cheek, and she felt her- 
self borne along ; doors closed behind her, and by the warmth 
of the altered temperature, she was aware of being within a 
house. 

She was seated gently in a chair ; and now she looked 
around her. A large fire of roots was blazing on the rough 
stone-heurth ; its ruddv glow rendered yet more red the bare 
walls and strongly-arched roof of a hall (built of red sand- 
stone), such as may be seen in the old fortlets of the lesser 
barons of Scotland. The windows on each side were deeply 
embayed by ^e thickness of the wall, and a deep-browed area 
spanned each; they had stone seats covered with crimson 
cushions, and foot-mats of plaited rushes. 

The huiTying clouds and occasional stars were seen through 
the strong basket-gratings that externally defended these 
prison-like apertures. The hall was paved, and its rude 
massive furniture consisted only of a great oblong table of 
oak, several forms or settles, a few high-backed chairs, and 
one upon a raised part of the floor, at the upper end, had a 
canopy of crimson cloth over it, announcing that it was the 
state-chair of the lord of the manor. Swords, pikes, arc|ue- 
buses, hunting and hawking appurtenances, with a few veiled 
pictures, were among its ornaments. 

A great almery, or cupboard (so called from the old hos- 
pitable custom of setting aside food as alms for the poor), 
occupied one end of the apartment, and an ancient cas(^ue 
surmounted it. Various bmikers of carved oak, bound with 
iron, occupied the other. On the right hand of the doorway. 
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a stone layatoiy, coyered with magnificent sculpture, projected 
teom the wall. This old-fashioned basin was fdmisned with 
a hole to cany off water, and was an indispensable conve- 
nience to eyery ancient dining-hail. 

With one rapid glance of terror Lilian suryeyed the whole 
place, and started from her chair to be confronted by one 
whose aspect made her instinctively shrink back. The keen 
and hawk-Hke eyes of Beatrix Gilruth were fixed upon her 
with an expression at once menacing, searching, and scomM. 
There was something in the wild visage of iSis inexplicable 
woman that excited cariosity, while her air terrified, and her 
withered person repelled approach. 

" Who are you, woman r ' asked Lilian firmly, as, stepping^ 
back a pace, slie surveyed her from head to foot ; ** and what 
are you P " 

" Whai am I P " reiterated the other, with a voice that 
thrilled, while her erey eyes gleamed with a blue light, and 
she ground her teeth. '* 1 am what t^ou shalt be, my pretty 
minx, ere ye leave these walls, perhaps." 

Lilian, terrified by her aspect and her answer, sank into a 
chair, sayinff, as she clasped her hands and looked up implor-^ 
m^ firom her bright dishevelled hair, " Woman, for the love 
of God, say where am I P " 

" Li the tower of Clermistonlee." 

" So, my soul foreboded ; but can he have dared thus far P" 

*' What will he not dare that man can do P " 

" Oh Heaven, protect me ! " 

'* Neither the heaven that is above us, nor the hell that is 
beneath, will protect you, pretty one ; but you will be made- 
what many as fair have been — ^the toy, the plaything of an 
hour, to l>e cast aside when some new fancy has seized the 
wayward mind of your lord and betrayer. Look at that 
veiled portrait " 

At that moment three distinct knocks were heard against 
the almery. Lilian started and turned pale. 

" Yes, yes," said Beatrix scornfully, addressing the knocker, 
"you are impatient. There was a time— but it matters not 
— ^I bide mine ; and my long-delayed vengeance will wither 
thee up, false lord, even as if the lightning of God had 
scorched thy perjured soul." 

Low as this was uttered, it reached the ears of Lilian ; she 
became doubly terrified, and a momentary feeling of utter 
abandonment made her cover her face with her hands and 
weep bitterly. But suddenly starting up, she said with 
energy — 

** 1 will go hence, madam ; and whatever be the danger, I 
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will risk it. But the snow, the darkness, and the distance— 
oh, hcxrror ! — aunt Grizel — ^gossip Annie— what will they think 
o£ this P — what will become of me P " 

" Stand," said Beatrix, interposixiff. '* Are j^ mad, to 
think of leaving this roof in the middle of a winter nisht P 
Semember the dreary lea of Clermiston, the rocks and the 
frozen marshes of Corstorphine, — jon are fey, maiden, to 
think it." 

" Begone, thou ill woman," replied Lilian, contemptuously ; 
I will go, and I dare thee to stay me." 

*^ Tl^n," rejoined Beatrix spitefdlly, " remember the barred 
windows, the bolted ^ates, and the good stone-walls. Pooh ! 
maiden, take tent and bide where ye are ; for I swear ye can 
never go from hence, but at the pleasure of my lord." 

" Insolent ! Kiiow ye who I am P " asked Lilian. 

" The young lady of Bruntisfield," answered Beatrix coldly ; 
a wayward liSs with a braw tocher, it seemeth,— one who 

E refers a younger cap and feather than my lord. Ha ! hath 
e not sworn — (and mark me, maiden, he nerer swears in 
vain I) — ^that he will compel thee yet to beg his love at his 
hand as a boon, even as humbly as he now sues thine." 

" Jn sooth ! " retorted Lilian, with angry surprise. " He 
will surely have the aid of some such witeh as thee, to work 
so modem a miracle." 

" Witch, quotha ! " replied Beatrix, whose withered cheek 
began to redden with passion. " Lilian I^apier, there was a 
time when these grey, grizzled locks were once as bright and 
as glossy as thine ; when this brow was as smooth, this faded 
form as round, yea, and as beautiful ; this st^ as light, and 
this poor face as fair, as thine now are. So beware thee of 
taunts, maiden ; for the time is coming (if thou art spared) 
when thou mayest be loathsome as I now am, and loathing 
as I now do. That hour is coming ; for Clermistonlee hath 
an evil eye, beneath whose baleful influence all that is ^ood 
and beautiful in woman will wither and die. Oh ! LiUam 
Napier, what a tale of loye and weakness, shame and misery, 
sin and horror, would the history of my life reyeal ! But my 
hour of revenge is coming. Yes " 

A^in three knocks louder than before ran^ on the almery ; 
and Beatrix, trembling, ceased to talk, and Susied herself in 
laying a supper on the hall-table. 

" Oh, "Walter ! Walter ! " murmured Lilian, " if you knew 
of this — if you were here to protect me ! " Her tears flowed 
freely. 

" Walter ! " reiterated Beatrix, musitig ; " can it really be 
the same P No, it is impossible ; and yet, why not P Me is 
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jonr lover, then, this Walter?" she asked in a lowToioe» 
-vddle laying some cold grilled meat, ocmfections, and wine 
from a hamL " I know he is — that bluish tells me (when 
did my cheek blush last P). He is young and handsome, I 
warrant?" 

Lilian nodded an affirmatiTe. 

'' And men say he is brave ? " 

" Oh, yes ! brave as a hero of romance," said Lilian in the 
same low tone ; far there is nothing so pleasing to love as to 
bear the object of it praised. '' And so noble, so generous ! 
If true worth, gave a title, my dear Walter would to a belted 
eaiL" 

" Instead of being a poor standard-bearer in the ranks of 
DunbartoiL.' 

" Yoa have seen him then P " said Lilian, her blue ejee 
beaming, aa she almost f or^t her present predicament in the 
thought of lier lover. " Is ne not handsome, good woman ? " 

" lTm the same ! " exclsimed Beatrix, in her shrillest tone. 
"Walter, the powder-boy — ^the soldier's brat — ^hah!" — she 
ground her teeth, and clenched her shrivelled hands like 
knots of serpents — " I bide my time. Oh, I will be fearfully 
avenged ! *' 

A third time there was a knocking on the almery, and 
Beatrix muttered — 

** I am dnmb— I will speak no more." 

Slie pointed to the supper-tiAle, and, throwing herself into 
a chair, fixed her sunken eyes upon the red, glowing fire, and 
lost in ter own wild thoughts, continued to jabber with the 
rapidity and restlessness of insanity. It was evident that 
she waa partly deranffed,— a discovery which, while it raised 
the pity of the gentie Lilian, increased the dread and the 
borror of her situation. 

dermistonlee, with hia faithful rascal Juden were both 

wi^eaxabot. The fomer had sufBdent tact and ^ 

to know that it would be better to defer any interview ^dS 

Lilian imtil next morning, by which time he honed ah a wr^nU 

be a little more famiffied witii her situation^ and lelS 

Juden, who was ensconced m the recesses of the ahnerv to 

be a check upon the troublesome garruHty of his onlv female 

domestic, he retn-ed to a snug apartment, where, envJloni^ 

his shag dressmg.gown, and comforted by a CTeat W^^!ff 

his fe^urite mulled sack, and several WoS nf ^^^^?^ 

jests," he practised all his phHosophy to eShl f^^^^^ 

kis temporary separation from tilin, consoLdTv .^^^^ 

that she was completely in his cSies, wltf.1 ^-^^t^^ 

tower, wh3ch he was entitled to defend a^^^^^^ 
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and well aware that, in the political storm which in another 
week wonld convulse all Scotland from the Cheviots to Cape 
Wrath, the abduction of a girl — more especially the daughter 
of a " persecuting cavalier '^would be less regarded than the 
wind blowing over the muir. 

As the still, c^uiet night wore on, and the fumes of the wine 
mounted mto his head, very strange ideas floated through the 
brain of the rouS, Again and again the thought of Lilian 
being so utterly in his power intnided itself upon his heated 
imagination; he felt his blood begin to slow: his mind 
became confused ; he endeavoured to combat his constitutional 
wickedness, and, by aid of his repeated potations, and a 
highly-seasoned gnllade, dozed away the night very comfort- 
ably m a well-cuuiioned chair ; while his leal hencnman was 
in me same happy state of oblivion, through the medium of 
various stoups of ale, which he imbibed m the spence or 
buttery. 

Not so did poor Lilian pass the slow and heavy hours. 

The repast prepared for her was left untoucned, she re- 
sisted every invitation to repose, and resolved on passing the 
night by the haU-flre; until, reflecting that she would be 
qmte as safe in one part of the tower as in another, and 
wishing to be alone, that she might weep unseen, she was 
ushered by Beatrix up a narrow stair into a little sleeping 
apartment, the greatcfr part of which was occupied by a great 
hearse-looking tester, or canopy bed. The only light in the 
chamber came from the fire-place, where a heap of logs and 
coals were blazing, and diffusing a warm glow on the dark 
wainscotted walls, the oaken floor, and rude ceiling, which 
was crossed by a massive dormant-tree of oak, covered with 
grotesque and hideous carving. 

There was something very gloomy and catafalcque-like in 
the aspect of the gigantic bed m which Lilian was to repose ; 
its massive posts of dark oak and darker ebony were covered 
embossage, and the deep crimson curtains, with heavy fringes, 
fell in smulowy festoons, while four great plumes of feathers 
surmounted tne comers in sepulcl:^ grandeur. It stood 
upon a raised dais of three steps, and on the back, amid a 
wilderness of bassi-relievi, flowers, angels, satyrs, and ivy, 
appeared the coronet and gorgeous blazon of Clermistonlee. 

" I cannot sleep here, good woman," said Lilian, shudder- 
ing; but the noise of the closing door, and the bolt jarring 
outside, was her only reply. She found herself alone. Her 
first impulse was to fasten her door within securely; her 
second to examine the chamber, by the light of the fire. Li 
the deep little window stood a beautiful cabinet, on the upper 
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part of which were a mirror and all the usual appurtenances 
for a lady's toilet, but of the most costly and elegant descrip- 
tion, witn all the perfumes, oils, essences, and lotions then 
most in vogue. She turned from them with disgust to survey 
the walls, for the fear of secret entrances was impressed 
powerfully ui>on her mind by her knowledge of the number 
that existed in her own home ; but, upon examination, she 
found nothing to increase her dread, save the cabinet, the 
doors of which were locked, and returned an unusually 
hoUow sound when she touched them. 

Altematelj a prey to fear and indignation, she walked 
about the httle apartment, or sat by me fire weeping and 
praying, until sleep began to oppress ner ; and, unable K>nger 
to resist its effects, wim an audible supplication to Heaven 
that the morrow mif ht bring about her release, she threw 
herself (without unc&essing) on the bed, and almost imme- 
diately lell flEust asleep. 



CHAPTEE XLII. 

HOW CLBBHISTOKLEB PBBSSBD HIS SUIT. 

A strong dose of love is worse than one of ratafia; when once it gets into 
oar heads it trips up onr heels, and then good night to discretion. 

Tbb Ltino Yalxt. 

Fbom an uneasy slumber that had been disturbed by many 
a painful dream, Lilian started, awoke, and leaped from the 
bed. The embers of the night fire still smouldered on the 
hearth-stone, and the rays of the red sun rising above a 
goi^e in the Corstorphine hills, radiated through her grated 
wiiulow as through a focus. Pressing her hioids upon her 
temples, she endeavoured to collect the scattered images that 
had haunted her sleep. She had dreamt of Walter. He 
«eemed to be present m that very chamber, to stand by her 
gloomy bed, and smiled kindly and fondly as of old. He 
Sent over to kiss her, but, lo ! his features turned to those of 
Lord Qermistonlee ; the great tester-bed, with its plumage 
«iid canopy, became a hearse ; she screamed, and awoke to 
find it was day. 

Now all her former fear and indignation revived in full 
force, and she wept passionately. !Reflecting how completely 
she was at the mercy of Clermistonlee, whose character for 
reckless ferocity, and. steady obstinacy of purpose, she knew 
too well; she resolved to endure with patience, and await 
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with caution an opportunity for release or escape. How little 
she knew of what was acting in Edinbui^h ! ^d her beloved 
kinswoman, so revered, so tender, and affectianate, but so 
aged and infirm. 

" O horror!" exclaimed Lilian, wringing her hands, "this 
must have destroyed her." 

" Open, Madam Lilian," said the voice of Beatrix Gilruth, 
as she knocked at the door ; " open, my lord awaits you at 
breakfetst in the hall." 

Lilian hesitated; but aware that resistance would not 
better her fortune, with her usual frankness ran to the door, 
opened it, and despite the repulsive sternness of Gilruth's 
aspect, impelled by a sense oi loneliness, and a wish to gain 
her finendship, she bade her ^ood morning, and lightly 
touched her hand. Her air of mnocenoe aim candour im- 
pressed the misanthropic heart of Beatrix, and she smiled 
kindly. While leading her before the mirror to assist in 
arraymg her for breakfast, the bosom of the unfortunate 
castaway could not repress a sigh, and a scanty tear trembled 
in either eye, as she writhed her withered fingers in the soft 
masses of Lilian's hair. 

** I will show thee, my bairn, what a braw busker I am," 
said Beatrix, " though *tis long since these poor fingers have 
had aught to do with top-kno1» and fantanges." 

Eesigned and careless of what was done with her, Lilian 
remained with a pale face of placid com})osure and grief, 

Sazing unconsciously upon her own beautiful image as re- 
ected in the polished mirror ; and though she marked it not, 
there was a vivid and terrible contrast oetween her statue- 
like features, and those of her tirewoman — ^keen, attenuated, 
and graven with the lines of sorrow, rage, bitterness, and 
misanthropy ; the true index of that storm of evil passions 
and resentml thoughts that smouldered in her heart. 

At length the captive was arrayed so far as the skill of 
Beatrix would go ; lier dress (that in which she had left 
home) was lon^, flowing, and heavily flounced in the French 
fashion, derived from Albert Durer, who reiraresented an an^el 
in flounced petticoats expelling Adam and Eve from Paradise 
— Whence flounces were all the ra^e. She wore long and heavy 
ruffles of the richest lace, a strmg of pearls and amber was 
twisted among the bright braids of her beautifdl hair; a 
diamond drop depended from each of her delicate ears, and a 
rich necklace, lake a collar, with a pendant, encircled her 
neck, the whiteness and purity of which never appeared in 
greater splendour, than when contrasted with the faded skin 
of poor Beatrix. Passive under her hands, Lilian allowed 
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her great natural beauty to be thus dangerously enhanced, 
and when she stood up, ner rather diminutive stature being 
increased by her high-heeled maroquin shoes, and the grace 
with which she wore her commode and floating flounces, 
caused the poor woman, whom so man;jr fair ones had succes- 
sively suppWted, to utter an exclamation of delight. 

" Come," said she, " my lord awaits you ; how pleased he 
will be." 

" Oh, my God !" exclaimed Lilian, in deep anguish ; " and 
was it to ][ttea8e him you have thus arrayed and attired me. 
!Fie upon thee» ill woman ! " 

" liere at least his bidding must be obeyed implicitly, as 
when a hundred of his men stabled their horses m the bar- 
bican stalls. He is a dangerous man, hinny, and never tholed 
thwarting, though the hour is coming when he shall thole 
bitter vengeance, and dree the deepest remorse. But I bide 
my time— —I bide my time.*' 

As she led Lilian into the hall, Glermistonlee advanced to 
receive her, with an imperturbable air of assurance, gallantry, 
and devotion. Throujgh one of the deeply-recessed windows, 
the light of the morning sun fell full upon his noble face and 
flgure, which the richness of his dreps cQsplayed to the utmost 
advantage. He wore an embroidered suit of light blue satin 
slashed with white : he had round his neck the gold collar of 
the thisile, and had over his lefib breast the green riband and 
oval badffe of the order ; a diamond-hilted rapier Sj^arkled in 
a baldri^ that was stiff* with gold embroidery ; Ins flowing 
peruke was redolent of perfume ; his ruffles were miracles of 
needlework, and his brilliant sleeve buttons flashed whenever 
his hands moved. 

Hateful as he was at all times to Lilian, now he was more 
so than ever; surprise, indignation, fear, and contempt, 
agitated her by turns, and she gazed on h\m in painful sus- 
pense, awaiting his address. J9e had evidently made his 
toilette with more than usual care, and resolving to give 
Lilian no time for reproaches, he led her at once to a seat, 

**My dear girl wiQ no doubt be in a prodigious passion with 
me, but ladies are kindly disposed to forgive every httle 
mistake that has love for its excuse, 'lis but a dismal old 
peelhouse this, dear Lilian, but I hope you slept well. Tlie 
wind sings in the corridors, the corbies scream on the roof, 
and all fliat, but with a clear conscience you know, oh, yes, 
one may dose like a top, or a lord of sessin. 

" A clear sharp morning this ; I rode as far as Craigroyston 
before sxmrise. There is nothing so improves one's com- 



320 THE SCOTTISH CAYALIBB. 

plexion as a gallop in the morning air. Apropos ! what do 
YOU think of Siis embroidered suit P *Tia the last fashion from 
Paris ; that old villain Saunders Snip, in the Craimes, brought 
it direct from thence last month. On a good figure it is quite 
<»Blculated to make an impression, fook'ee, fair Lilian; 
these ruffles cost me twenty guineas a pair, not a tester less, I 
.assure you ; and the sleeve buttons are the first of their kind, 
and werie made by Monsieur Biltong, the eminent Parisian 
jeweller, for that glorious fop, the Comt<^ d'Artois, who pre- 
sented tliem to a mend of mme in the Scots Archers. 

" But this tie of my overlay, ha ! that is a contrivance of 
my own; graceful, is it notr exactly — ^I knew you would 
tmnk so. Droll, is it not, that our tastes should be the same P 
You see, my dear girl, at what trouble I have been to please 
you. Smile again, dear Lilian," continued his lordship, 
whose ovemightpotations the morning ride had failed quite 
to dispel ; " by Heaven, you look divine : where shall I find 
words to compliment the beauty of your appearance this 
morning ! " 

" You really seem to require all your verbosity for praising 
yourself, my lord," said Liuan, coldly. 

" Now — ^now, do not be so angry," said Clermistonlee, taking 
her hand in spite of all her efforts to prevent him. 

*' I am justly so, my lord," replied lilian, making a strong 
effort to restrain her tears under an aspect of firmness and 
•determination. " By what right have you dared to bring me 
here and detain me prisoner P " 

"Hoity, toity — right, dear Lilian P the right of a most 
devoted lover." 

" My lord, you will be severely punished for this. The 
law " 



" Ha, ha ! Lilian, there is no law now, no order, morality, 
nor anything else. The world is turned upside down, (at 
least Britain is) — revolutionized, bewildered, and the old days 
of battle and broil, reiving and rugging, have come back in 
all their elory. Li this desperate game, my girl," he added^ 
through nis clenched teeth, ** Clermistonlee must repair his 
fortune or be lost for ever ; but enough of this ; let us to 
breakfast, and then we will talk over matters that lie nearer 
our hearts. Nay, nay, no refusal — ^breakfast you must have." 

He led her towardls the long hall-table, where, thanks to 
Juden's catering and ingenuity, a noble repast was laid, in 
the profuse style of ancient gourmandizing ; and the un- 
scrupulous factotum who stood near with a napkin under his 
arm, and a long corkscrew in his hand, surveyed Lilian with 
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someiihinff between* a smirk and a leer, which was sufficient to 
increase me fear that oppressed, and the anger that swelled 
within her breast. She withdrew, saying, with a voice that 
trembled between indignation and apprehension, 

"Spare me this continued humiliation. Oh, my Lord 
Clermistonlee, if there remain within your breast, one spark 
of that bright roirit which ought ever to be the guiding-star 
of the noble and the gentleman, you will restore me to my 
home, to the only relative (save one) whom death has left me 
in this wide world. Be generous, my lord," continued lilian, 
touching his hand with charming firaimiess ; "oh, be generous, 
as I know you are brave and reckless. Eestore me to my 
home, and 1 pledge my word you will never be questioned 
concerning my abduction. I will pass it over as a foolish but 
daring fr(3ic. Hear me, my lord, m pity hear me." 

Clermistonlee trembled beneath her gentle touch; but 
answered with his usual air of raillery, — 

"Hoity, toity, little one! art gomg to read me curtain 
lectures already P My dear Lilian, it is too bad really ! The 
abduction? Oh, the ardour of my love will be a sufficient 
excuse for that ; and as to being questioned — I don't think 
any person will permit himself to question me, if he remem- 
bers that I am the best hand at pistol, rapier, and dagger, in 
broad Scotland. 

" Beside, dear Lilian, (why dost always shrink? dost think, 
child, I am going to eat thee like a rascally ogre) if thou 
wouldst save thine honour," here his voice sank involuntarily 
into an impressive whisper, " become mine. Thou shouldst 
be well aware that after living in the power of one who is so 
tremendous a rou6 by habit and repute, no woman could go 
forth into the world without lying under suspicions of a very 
unpleasant nature. The roisters at Blair's coffee-house have 
got hold of the story, for it hath made a devil of a noise in the 
city, and in the mouths of the Bowhead gossips, and Bess- 
wynd scandal-mongers, our little affair will be quite a 
romance." 

This cruel speech, which was uttered with the utmost cool- 
ness and deliberation by Clermistonlee, who played the while 
with his gold sword-knot, came like ice upon the heart of the 
unhappy liilian, who could not but secrefly. acknowledge that 
it was too true. She grew pale as death, and, unable to 
reply, gazed upon her tormentor with a look of such intense 
aversion, that he could not repress a haughty smile of astonish- 
ment. 

" Ha, ha ! for what do you take me P " 

11. Y 
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"For a monster!" munnured lilian, in a voice almost 
inarticnlate. 

"Oh — oh! you regard me as a poor sparrow doth a 
gerfalcon." 

" Alas ! " said Lilian, weeping as she sank into a seat, " the 
nmile is but too true." 

"You are very unpolite, TVfadam Lilian; a gerfalcon is 
between the vnlture and the hawk." 

Lilian answered only by her tears, and his lordship began 
to get a little provoked. 

" A devil 01 a breakfast this, my pretty moppet," he con- 
tinued, with an air of composure ; " when these vapours have 
passed away, peradventure you will condescend to hear my 
addresses — ^meantime consider yourself quite at home, and 
for Heaven's sake (or rather your own), do take a share of 
such humble cheer as this my poor house of Clermiston 
affords." And without troubling her farther, he threw back 
the curls of his peroke, and attacked the devilled duck, the 
cold sirloin, and wassail-bowl of spiced ale, the smoking coffee 
and hot bannocks, forthwith. 

Within the recess of a window, recliued ujKxn the cushion 
of one of those stone side-seats so common in old Scottyab 
towers, Lilian sat with her face covered with her hands, and 
shaded by the masses of her fine hair which fell forward over 
her drooping head. The glory of the red morning sun 
streamed roll upon her tresses and turned them to wreaths of 
gold. She seemed something etherially beautifcQ, and the sen- 
sual lord felt his heart beat with increased ardour as he gt^ed on 
her from time to time ; but aware, from old experience, that it 
was useless to press her to partake of his luxurious breakfast, 
he resolved to trouble her no more until the first paroxysm 
of her indignation had evaporated. 

Juden and Beatrix having finished their Inggies of porridge 
aad ale at the lower and uncovered part of the tame, were 
now engaged, the former in making lures of feathers and raw 
meat to train two youn^ hawks that sat near him on a perch, 
wil^ their long lunes or leashes coiled round it ; and the mtter, 
while affecting to occupy herself with some household matter, 
from the bay of an opi>osite window, watched with a keen, 
restless, and often malicious expression, the Tionchfalcmt lord 
and the unhappy Lilian, for whom, at times, dbe felt some- 
tiiine akin to pity, and fain would have set her at liberty ; 
but uie keys of the tower-gates were budded to Juden's 
^dle, and every window was closed by a grating like a strong 
iron harrow. 

Li the faint hope of some rescue approaching, Lilian gazed 
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earnestly from the window she occupied. It faced the soutii^ 
and overlooked the then dreary waste of Cl^rmiston Lae^ 
which, with all the undulating country extending to the base 
of the Pentlands, and that gigantic range, towering peak above 
peak, as they diminished in the western shire of Linlithgow, 
were covered with one universal mantle of dazzling snow^ 
Afar off above the hills of Braid the level sun poured its red 
ra^s through a hazy sky across the desolate hmdscape ; the 
thickets, bare and leafless, stood like cypress groves in the 
waste; the dim winter smdce from many form-house and 
cottage lum of day, ascended in muricy columns into tiie 
frosty air, but around the lonely tower on the Lee, there was 
an aspect of stillness and desolation that struck a chill upon 
Lilian's heart. 

Far off, on the Glasgow road, that passed the picturesque 
old church, the thatched hamlet and Foresters Castie of 
Corstorphine, a strong square fortress flanked by round towers^ 
a solitary traveller, muffled in his furred rocquelaure and 
leathern gambadoes, or grey maud and worsted galligaskins 
(according to his rank), spurred his horse towards the city ; 
but such occasional passers were all beyond ihe reach of 
Lilian. The bridle-roiad to the town was hidden, and not a 
foot-print stained the spotless mantle of the level Lee. At 
times a hare or fox shot across it, from the woods or rocks of 
Corstorphine, but no other living thing approached, and ihe 
heart of poor Lilian grew more and more sad as thedreary 
day wore on, and night once more approached. 



CHAPTEE XLHr. 

CLAVESHOirSE TO THE BBSCUB. 

The winter c(dd i« past and gone. 
And now comes on ttie qifaig; 
And I am one of the Scots Life Guards, 
And I most fight for the King. 

Mrdearl 
And I most fight for him ! 

Old Song. 

By orders from William of OnnsBt yrho had taken posses* 
sion of James's palace, and issued from thence his soundine 
declarations and impenid mandates, 6k>derdt de Ginckel, wttE 
the utmost expedition, marched the captured Scots towards 
London, where ihe Stadtholder (though he had not yet been. 
crowned) was intent on revenging, oy tiie lash and bullet, . 
this signal instance of resistance to his authority. In oonse- 

y2 
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qtience of this event, he had the first " Mutiny Act " framed, 
but being an edict of the English parliament, it could in no 
way apply to Scottish troops. 

Aware of the esprit de corps and indomitable valour of the 
old musketeers, and fearful of revolt or rescue, De Ginckel 
sent Lieutenant Gavin, twenty other officers, and five hun- 
dred privates, in charge of Sir Marmaduke Langstone, direct 
to London, towards miich place he marched the remainder by 
another route ; keeping near his person and imder sure escort. 
Lord Dunbarton, Walter Fenton, Finland, and other officers, 
whose hostility of spirit was more undisguised than their 
comrades, De Ginckel advanced some miles in rear of the 
main body of his Black Horsemen. The earl was destined for 
the Tower of London ; Walter and his brothers in misfortune 
lor the cells of Kewgate. 

Li every town anovillage through which they were marched, 
dense moos of '* the rascal multitude " attended and loaded 
them with every insult and opprobrium, such as the vulgar, 
the cruel, and the wicked are ever ready to hurl upon the 
fallen or the unfortunate. Marrowbones and cleavers were 
elattered around them ; effigies of King James, and a figure 
meant to represent a Scotcmnan, were carried or kicked along 
the streets before them, and, amid yells and hootings, warming- 
pans were everywhere displayed from the windows at their 
approach ; at tnat time a famous mode of insulting the Ja- 
cobites, being a palpable hit against the legitimacy of the 
young prince of Wales. 

" Fie upon the Scots ! Out upon thee, mon ! No warm- 
ing-pan kmg ! William for ever, and down to hell with all 
Scots, papists, and massmongers! Hurrah!" yelled the 
rabble on every hand, while vollies of mud, stones, dead cats, 
&c., were showered on them from every hand. Meanwhile 
their Dutch escort rode on each side with the most phlegmatic 
indifference, every man seeming as if fast asleep in his volu- 
minous breeches and wide Jack-ooots. 

" Down with the race of Grog — ^the soldiers of the priests of 
Baal ! " cried an old puritan ; " down with Scots Jemmy and 
his cursed Jesuits ! " 

Weak and exhausted b^ constant marching, lack of food 
and sleep, dispirited by misfortune, and dis%ured by mud 
and their torn and soiled attire, in the captives no one could 
have recognized the dashing cavaliers who passed northward 
a day or two before. They had all been deprived of their 
horses and arms, and been robbed of everythmg of value — 
their cuirasses, purses, rings, &c., — by their guard. De 
Ginckel was as brutal and merciless as a Cairib Indian, and 
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repeatedly strack the unfortunate cavaliers with his speaking- 
trumpet. 

" Ach Grott ! " he often cried to his Buyters ; "if von ob de 
brisoners escape, ye shall answer for him, body for body, by 
cast ob dice on de Jcettle-tnmi-head ! " 

" My good comrades, and gallant gentlemen," said the eail 
of Dunbarton to the little group that marched around him, 
" were it not that I feel in my neart assured that an hour of 
vengeance and retribution will come, I would die of sheer 
spleen and mortification, for the insults we are compelled to 
put up with." 

" i pity these bluff-headed Saxon boors, because they know 
no better," replied Walter, staggering, as a stone struck him 
on the temple ; " but De Ginckel " 

" My dear fellow," said Finland, bitterly, " *tis a sample of 
the good old southern hospitality and kindness of which we 
hear so much in romance, and so Uttle in history." 

" But," continued Walter, " I despise these poppy-headed 
Dutch poltroons in their black iron doublets, and would risk 
my share of heaven to have De Ginckel imder my hands on 
Scottish ground, with none to interfere, and no weapons but 
our rapiers and a case of good pistols." 

"You speak my thoughts," said the earl, through his 
clenched teeth. "My malediction on Langstone and his Bed 
Dragoons. Had they and such as they been good men and 
true, we had not been reduced to this misforkine ; and our 
misguided king, instead of being a houseless fumtive, had 
dw^t in Windsor stiU, where now the usurping Stadtholder 
keeps court and coxmcil. Sirs, of a verity we Hve in strange 
times ! " 

As they had now crossed the Nen, had left behind old 
Peterborough (with the hoary fane where St. Oswald's bony 
arm worked miracles of old), and were marching through the 
open country, being free from the yells and missiles of the 
mob, they could converse with tolerable freedom, though at 
times De Ginckel thxmdered silence through his trumpet, or 
a Swart Ruyter, more waggish or wickedly inclined than his 
soporific comrades, pushed his horse sidelong to tumble one 
of the captives among the half-frozen mud that encumbered 
the roadways. Their mortification and dejection increased at 
every step of their retrograde march, and even the lively sal- 
lies of Dr. Joram failed to enliven them. 

The sombre evening was closing, when De Ginckel, with 
his E-uyters and their captives, after traversing the fenny 
district between Cambridge and Lincoln, came in sight of 
Huntingdon^ where, as "Dr. Joram remarked, " the devil's 
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god-son, that prune rascal, old Noll, first drew breath." The 
dying li^ht of the winter sun tipped the spires of the ancient 
town-haA and the church of All Saints, and glimmered on the 
sluggish windings of the Ouse. The prisoners were pursuing 
a lonely road : on one side lay a thick copsewood, and on the 
other one of those wide and aesolate fens then subject to the 
inundations of the Ouse, whose waters in many places formed 
deep and solitary meres or tarns. Within the recesses of the 
wood, ihe quick eye of Walter had soon detected the glitter 
of arms, to which he drew the attention of the earl. 

"It matters not," replied the dejected noble, "no arms 
now flitter under James's standard; we are lost men, my 
dear lad. It will be black tidings for my little Lsetitia, when 
the accursed Tower of London nolds the last lord of Dun- 
barton." 

" And what thinkest thou, Walter, our dear lassies will say 
when they hear we are in Newgate P " asked Finland. 

" 'Twin be rare news for the Lord Glermistonlee," replied 
Walter, in a fierce whisper. " But look, gentlemen I — ^benold! 
In heayen's name, are these friends or foes P " 

As he spoke, a troop of horse, clad in brilliant armour, with 
their white plumes wayin^ in the eyening wind, and their long 
uplifted rapiers flashing m the setting sun, and all gallantly 
mounted on matchless black horses, filed forth from the cop- 
pice, and drew up like magic on the roadway, about a himdred 
yards in adyance of the Swart Buyters, who instantly reined 
xrp. One cayalier, splendidly accoutred, rode to ihe front, 
wjieeled round his snorting horse that pawed the air, and 
issued his orders with stem rapidily — 

" Gentlemen of the Scottish Guard, prepare to charge ! 
Uncase the standards ! Sound trumpets ! 

The banneroles were unfurled, tiie trumpets sounded, tiie 
kettle-drums ruffled, and each braye cayalier pressed forward 
in the saddle, as if impatient for the order to rush to the 
charge. 

" Ach tuyfel ! " shouted De Ginokel through his trum^ ; 
" Scots Horse — der tuyfel ! Sabre de brisoners — cut dem into 
de towsand becies ! Fall on, you Schelms I " But tliere 
was no time. 

" *Tis Clayerhouse, and the remains of his regiment. I 
would know his black steed among a thousand horse ! " ex- 
claimed the earl. " Now Gbd be with thee, thou gallant 
Grahame, for at last our hour of yengeance is come ! Oh for 
a sword ! How gallantly they formed line ! Now, now 1 for- 
ward, my Scottish hearts ! " 

The dark eyes of the proud Douglas gleamed with fire, as 
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the deep and distinct order, " Cayaliers of the Life Guard — 
forward ! charge ! " burst from the lips of Dundee ; and with 
the force of a whirlwind, the sixty Scottish G-uardsmen, bridle 
to bridle and boot to boot, rushed witii their uplifted swords 
to the onset. 

" TJnsling carbines — ^blow matches — ^fire ! — tousand tuyfels ! 
— ^no ! — traw sworts ! " bellowed De Ginckel through his trum- 
pet, as the front rank of his !Ruyters recoiled in confusion on 
the rear. 

" Gentlemen, prepare to save yourselves I" exclaimed the 
earl of Dunbarton, as the Dutch troopers cast off the cords 
that bound the prisoners to their waist-belts. 

'' Heaven save us !*' ejaculated Dr. Joram ; "'tis a penlons 
case this, truly !" 

" To the rescue, Claverhouse ! A Grahame ! A Grahame ! 
Grod for Scotland and James YII. ! To the devil with the 
Stadtholder ! hurrah !" cried the Life Guards. 

It was a critical moment for tiie dismounted prisoners, who 
were hemmed in among the hostile horsemen, and each felt 
his heart beat like lightning, and his breath come thick and 
fast, for death or deHverance were at hand. 

Between the close files of the Swart Buyters, Walter Fen- 
ton saw the frill rush of the advancing troop, in their shining 
harness, and chief of all, the lordly viscount of Dundee, a 
lance-length in front, with his sword brandished aloft, and 
his white ostrich-feathers streaming behind him, his cheek 
glowing, and his wild dark eves flashing with that super- 
natural brightness which was the true index of his fierce and 
heroic spirit. Though the Dutch were as four to one, the 
Scottish cavaliers were fearless. 

There was a tremendous shock — a flashing of swords, as 
their keen edges rang on the tempered helmets and corslets of 
proof — a furious spurring of horses — and Walter felt himself 
Deaten to the earth, as u by the force of a l^underbolt ; the 
light left his eyes, and he heard the voice of Claverhouse ex- 
claiming enthusiastically — 

" Well done, my Scots* Life Gtiard ! WeU done, my berry- 
brown blades !" 

"Come on, De Ginckel!" cried Kolsterlee. "Hand to 
hand, old ^orbeUy. Come on ! for here are the hand and 
sword that shall punch a hole in thine earl's patent !" 

A heavy hoof struck the head of Walter, as a horse plunged 
over him, and the Dutch recoiled in utter confusion. 

He remembered no more. 

Hewn down by the long swords of the Ruyters, poor old 
Wemyss and Halbert Elshender lay dead beside him. 
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CHAPTER XLIV. 



THE SECRET STAIB. 



Chloris ! since first our calm of peace 

Was frighted hence, this good we find. 
Your favours with your fears increase. 

And growing mischiefo make you kind. 

Edmund Waller. 

Heavily and slowly passed tlie cloudy winter day at Cler- 
miston, and evening found Lilian seated, full of tears and 
misery, by the great fire that rumbled in the arched chimney, 
and threw a ruddy glow on the rough architecture of the 
ancient hall. Accormng to old etiquette, there were but two 
chairs, one for the lord of the nianor and the other for his 
lady ; the additional seats were mere stools. Lilian occupied 
one of these chairs, and her suitor the other. On one of the 
stone benches witlun the ingle sat Juden Stenton, still trim- 
ming hawks' lures ; opposite was Beatrix, spinning with all 
the assiduity of Arachne. These from time to time regarded 
her with furtive glances, which roused her anger not less than 
the presence and odious attentions of their lord did her appre- 
hension. She felt a load accumulating on her breast, as the 
night wore on; anxiety was impairing her stren^h and 
weakening her fortitude, and whenever Clermistomee ad- 
dressed her, she answered only by tears. Touched at last by 
her sorrow, a sentiment of generosity at times would prompt 
him to return her to her home ; but other thoughts came with 
greater power, and the momentary weakness was immediately 
dismissed. 

" Psha !" thought ho ; " *tis only a woman." 
Sitting close by her, he spoke from time to time in a low 
voice ; and the scorn, malice, and jealousv which lighted up 
the keen grey eyes and pinched features of the fallen and for- 
gotten Beatrix on these occasions, filled the gentle Lilian with 
a horror and pity which she could not conceal. The presence 
of this unfortunate woman, who, with the indefatigable Juden, 
formed now his entire household, was a curb for the present 
on the vivacity of his lordship's passion, and seemed to re- 
strain it within the decorous bounas of gentle whispering. He 
soon tired of that, and ordering supper to be laid, took advan- 
tSjffe of the domestics' absence to draw his chair still nearer 
Luian, and take her hands within his own. She was so 
humbled, so gentle and broken in spirit, that she |>ennitted 
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ihem to remain, and the passiveness of the action made the 
heart of Clermistonlee glow with additional ardour. 

" She loves me in secret," thought he ; " but how charming 
is her coyness — how enchanting her modesty! My dear 
Lilian " 

" My lord, oh cease to persecute me thus. What wrong 
Lave I done youP In what have I offended, that you should 
make me so utterly miserable P" 

" What a soft, low, charming voice ! Does it offend you, 
to hear the sighs of the most honourable love that ever warmed 
a human heart P" 

"This is the mere cant of love-making — ^flirtation— the 
phrases you have addressed to hundreds. My lord, I know 
their full value, and despise them. *Tis enough ! I can have 
no love for you." 

"Indeed!" 

" None — so for heaven's sake spare me more of this humilia- 
tion, and let me begone to the house of Bruntisfleld." 

" Now what strange infatuation is this ? No love for me P" 
mused the egotist. " Why, damsel, when I was in London 
with Charles, all the women were mad about me — I was quite 
the rage. Bochester and I led the way in everything. But 
that was before Bothwell Brig." He glanced at a veued pic- 
ture that often attracted his eye, and disturbed the current of 
his thoughts. " No love for me!" he resxmied, after a pause. 
" My pretty one, does my zeal offend you P" 

"Like your flattery, it does; and my captivity here —a 
captivity which, I fear, wiU ever be a stain upon my honour, 
makes me abhor you." 

" Abhor P Oh ! 'tis a word never said to me before. Pro- 
voking Lilian! But," he added, maliciously, "you are right 
— your honour is lost, and there is only one way to redeem 
it." 

She gave him a momentary glance of inquiry and disdain. 
Clermistonlee drew a ring from his finger. Luian started back, 

" Never — ^never ! death were better." 

" Hah — then you are still thinking of him — this beggarly 
boy — ^this nameless soldier — ^this so-named Fenton. 'Pis a 
cursed infatuation, madam ; for doubtless, soldierlike he will 
forget you, while the flower of your youth is wasted in fruit- 
less reliance on his constancy and advancement to honour and 
fortune." 

"Forget meP" reiterated Lilian, raising her bright blue 
eyes to the speaker. " Oh no, he never will forget me ! Dear, 
dear Walter," she added, weeping bitterly; "I know thy 
worth and truth too well to lose my own.** 
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" He toill forget thee/' said Clermistoiilee, angrily. 

** Never !" replied Lilian, energetically clasping ner hands. 
" In the bnsy city, and on the lonely hills, m the hour of 
battle and storm by sea and land, he will ever think of me — 
ever, ever !" 

" But he may be slain P" said the lord, maliciously. 

" Cruel— cruel !" 

"What then— hah P" 

"No second choice would ever m^ke me violate the solemn 
vow I pledged to him — ^that plight which I called on heaven 
to witness and angels to register." 

Clermistonlee made no reply, but her fervour and her words 
stun^ him to the soul ; her eyes sparkled and her usually pale 
cheek glowed ; but he knew that it was for the love ana by 
the recollection of another ; his first thoughts were those of 
wrath ; his second spleen and sorrow. He arose and stepped 
aside a little. 

" Unfortunate that I am !" said he, with something of sad- 
ness and real love in his tone and manner. " By what witch- 
craft am I so hateful to her ; but I must quit her presence for 
a time at least, or lose all hope of her £Bbvour for ever." 

He walked to and fro, whue Lilian, resigned again to tears, 
covered her face with her handkerchief. 

" Beatrix," said Clermistonlee, in a fierce whisper to the 
shrinking woman, as she laid supper on the long dark oaken 
board, over which six tall waxen candles flared from a ^eat 
iron candelabrum. ** Beatrix GHlruth — hear me, old shnvel- 
sldn ! Hast never a love-philtre about thee P Ere now I have 
known thee to my own cost use such things." 

She gave a keen and fierce glance with her sunken eyes, 
and drawing him into one ofihe deeply-bayed windows, 
pointed to where the square keep and round towers of the 
castle of Corstorphine threw a long dark shadow across the 
frozen lake that, £ke a mirror before its gates, lay shining in 
the cold light of the winter moon. 

" You see yonder castle P" she said. 

" Yes." 

" And the aged sycamore beside the dovecot-tower P" 

" Yes— yes. 

" Then remember how, nine years ago, tiie lord of that fair 
mansion perished imder its shadow ; and how his own good 
rapier, urged by the hand of the woman he had wronged, was 
driven — ^yea, to the very hilt — ^in his false and ficlae heart. 
Often at mirk midnight have I seen the dead-hght glimmer- 
ing on his tomb in St. John's kirk, and illuminating the west 
window of the Foresters' aisle." 
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She gave Lim a glance to ezpreBnye of liatred, fear, con- 
tempt, and reproach, that he almost ^[nailed beneath it ; and 
as ske pointed to the veiled portrait, he tamed abraptlj 
away. Her words and aUnaion had evidently a deep effect on 
Olermistonlee. He was about to retire, but paused irreso- 
luteljr, turned, and paused again. Then Idssmg Xilian's hand, 
he Biud in a gentle tone — 

" Forgive me if I have ofiended, but love for you makes me 
perhaps act unwisely. Adieu, dear Lilian : if my presence 
18 obnoxious, I hasten to relieye you of it. Till to-morrow, 
adieu ; and pleasant dreams to you." 

He bowed profoundly, and retired to his own apartment 
followed by Juden, who kept close to his heels, as a spaniel 
would have done. 

" Will you not sup. Madam Lilian P ** asked Beatrix in a 
kinder tone than usual. 

" Sup-.oh, no ! " 

" Bethink you, lady ; the whole day hath passed, and you 
have tasted notfaong out a posset of milk with a little sadc. 
Still wee^nng ! 'Twas so with me once ; but I shall never 
weep again, until I have wrung tears of blood from my 
betrayer." 

"Now you are going to frighten me aeain. A li^ht, if it' 
please you, good woman ; I wul retire. Anotiier night under 
his roof*! My poor aimt Grizel .... how bad, how wicked 
is this ! " 

" My lord desired me to ask if you wished to read a little : 
it may compose your mind." 

" Cih, yes ! — a thousand thanks, kind Beatrix. Bring me a 
Bible, if you have one." 

Beatrix laughed. 

" A Bible ! when was one last seen in the tower of Cler- 
miston P Not since the days of auld Mess John, I warrant ; 
and his was torn up by the troopers for cartridges. There is 
nothing here but a rowth of evil play and jest books, and 
some anent hawking, hunting, and farriery ; and others, my 
bairn, that suit only — ^women like me." 

" Poor Beatrix ! " said Lilian kindly, touching lier hand, 
for the exceeding humility of her maimer raised all her pity. 
Beatrix surveyed her for a moment, with a troubled and 
dubious expression. Seldom was it that a word of compassion 
gr commiseration fell upon her ear. Her heart was touched ; 
a moisture suffused her eyes ; but fearing to betray her feel- 
ings through the outward aspect of moroseness and misan- 
thropy she had assumed, she set a light upon the cabinet of 
the bedchamber, and hurried away. 
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Again, as on the preceding night, Lilian fastened the door ; 
and though tibie number and compUcation of its ancient iron 
locks somewhat reassured her, her heart sank when she sur- 
veyed the great gloomy tester-bed, with its dais, its solemn 
plumage and fest<K)ned canopy — the sombre wainscoting, and 
well-barred window, past which the changing clouds were 
hurrying in scudding masses, alternately obscuring and re- 
vealmg stars. Kneeung at a chair near the fire, she prayed 
long and fervently, and, with innocent confidence, arose more 
assured and courageous, though aware that, by anxiety, want 
of food and rest, her natural strength and spirit were greatly 
impaired. A folio volume lay upon the cabinet; it was 
covered with purple velvet, on whicn a coat-of-arms and these 
words were exquisitely embroidered : — " Alison, Lady Cler- 
mistonlee, on her marnage-day, ye penult Maij, 1668." 

The haiid of her tormentor's umiappy wife had probably 
worked these words : all the dark and mysterious stories con- 
cerning her misfortunes and her fate came crowding upon the 
mind of Lilian, and filled her with melancholy forebodings. 
Perhaps, thought she, this was her chamber, and that her 
bed, where often she had wept away the dreary night in un- 
seen and unregarded sorrow. Full of mournful interest, she 
. TmclMiped and opened the volume. It was the Bentivolio 
arid Urania of Is athaniel Ligelo, one of the prosy and meta- 
phorical romances of the seventeenth century. The first 
words arrested her, and she read on : — 

" He was no sooner entered within the borders of the for- 
lorn kingdom of Ate, than the xmhealthfulness of the air had 
almost cnoked his vital spirits ; and being removed from the 

fladsome sun by a chain of hills, that lifted up their heads so 
igh that they mtercepted the least glance of nis comfortable 
beams : it was dark and rueful. He chanced to light upon a 
path that led to Ate*s house, which was encompassed with the 
pitchy shade of cypresse and ebon-trees, so that it looked like 
the region of death. As he walked, he perceived the hollow 
pavement made with the skulls of murdered wretches. At 
the further end of this dismal walk he espied a court, whose 
gates stand open day and ni^ht ; in the midst whereof was 
placed the image of cruelty, with a cup of poyson in one hand, 
and a dagger wet with reeking bloode in the other. Her hairs 
crawled up and down her neck, and sometimes wreathed about 
her head m knots of snakes ; fire all the while sparkling from 
her mouth and eyes . . . . " 

This dismal passage in no way tended to alleviate the per- 
turbation of her spirits ; and hastily closing the volume, she 
prepared to retire. Aware that proper repose was absolutely 
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necessary to enable her to sustain all she miglit have to en- 
counter OP endure from Clermistonlee, remembering the 
apparent security of her apartment, and somewhat reassured 
by the cheerful blaze thrown by the fire upon the dark brown 
panelling and high old-fashioned bed, she slowly and reluct- 
antly began to undress, often pausing to re-examine her 
room ; but perceiving nothing more to alarm her, gathering 
up the bright trusses of her Imir into a caul, she unrobed ana 
sprang into bed. The sleep and the heaviness that preyed 
upon her now completely evaporated : and more awake than 
ever, she felt only the keenest sensations of fear, and her 
prevailing horror was Clermistonlee. By the light of the 
wood fire, that poured its broad blaze up the massive stone 
<5himnev, she surveyed the room with watohful eyes, that 
ached &om the very intensity of their gaze, and the shadows 
of the carved posts seemed like those of giants thrown against 
the panelled wall. 

W eariness overcame her, and she was about to drop asleep, 
when a sound was heard, and one of the doors of the cabinet 
rattled and opened ; a cold wind blew upon her face ; and by 
her recumbent position, she beheld a steep staircase winding 
away down into darkness she knew not where, between the 
masonry of the massive wall. She would have screamed, 
but terror chained her tongue; and almost fainting, and 
airaid to move or breathe, she continued to regard it with the 
most painful anguish and intense alarm. But up that dark 
and mysterious outlet, so suddenly disclosed, no sound came 
but the night wind, which moved the oak-door of the cabinet 
moumftdly to and fro. 

Lilian's strength seemed utterly to have left her; and, 
though painfully anxious to learn the secrets of this staircase, 
which commumcated so immediately with her bedchamber, 
she la<;ked equally strength to rise, and presence of mind to 
examine it. 

But the current of air that swayed the door to and fro, 
closed it ; the sound rumbled away in the far echoes of the 
tower, and all became stiU. Kow more alarmed by the re- 
flection that she was sleeping in this remote room alone, with 
a secret entrance, she bitterly regretted her imprudence in 
undressing, but had not the courage to rise and repair what 
a certain prophetic apprehension made her fear had oeen very 
unwise. 

Excessive lassitude at last completely overcame her, and 
she slumbered. 
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CHAPTEE XLV. 

THB ATTEMPT. 

Once in a lone and secret hour of night, 
Wluen eveiy eye was dosed, and the pale mo(m 
And stars altme shcHie conscious of ttie tlielt. 
Hot with the Tuscan grape, and high in blood. 
Haply I stole unheeded to her chamber. 

Fair Pxnitbnt. 

Whbit Clermistonlee retired from the liall to the study or 
parlour, which was the only comfortably- Aimished apartment 
m the dreary old tower, he resigned himself to reflection, and 
sipping his mulled sack, a great tankard of which Juden 
]^iced mibidden, and quite as a matter of course, at his elbow. 
His thoughts at first ran in the usual channel, — a determina- 
tion to possess Lilian, from the double incentives of passion 
and pecuniary necessity. He was on the brink of ruin ; and 
her property, or expectations of it, were ample and noble. 
She was very unprotected; the land was convulsed and 
trembling on the veraB of a great civil war, though as yet no 
tidings luid reached Edinburgh of what was passings in Eng- 
land ; and so, as the sack diminished in the tamcard, ms 
lordship's thoughts became in proportion more strange, more 
amorous, and confased. His brain wandered. He was rest- 
less and uneasy ; his flowing dressing-gown seemed to fit him 
like a horse-hair sHrt ; and his diS^urbed manner was not 
unobserved by his faithful and subservient factotum. 

The latter attempted some consolation, after his fashion ; 
but it was not palatable. 

** Begone to the bartizan ! " exclaimed his master, angrily, 
'^and brinff me instant tidings if anything seems astir in the 
country about us. I expect news from the city hourly. 
Leave me." 

Juden vanished. 

" The deevil tak' lovers and lords ! " he muttered, as he 
drew his broad worsted bonnet over his cross visa^, and 
ascended to the bartizan of the tower, and setting his teeth 
luffd, as he faced the keen north wind, took a survey of the 
dreary and snow-covered landscape. On the passing wind 
ten o clock came sullenly from the spire of St. John of Cor- 
storphine ; then all was deathly still, save the sough of the 
winter breeze as it swept over the dreary lee, and whistled 
through the open corbels of the projecting tower. 



THX SCOTTISH GULYALIBB. 335 

Juden had no particular fancy for enacting tlie part of 
warder in so cold a night, and after taking a rapid survey of 
the extensive waste, he was about to descend again, when an 
unusual redness in the sky to the eastward arrested him. It 
rose in the direction of the city, and resembled the lurid and 
wavering glow of a great conilagration. The red bla^ was 
rapidly spreading and crimsoning the edges of the dusky 
clouds above, and throwing forward in strong relief tiie 
southern edge of the Corstorphme HiQs, and ihe dark pines 
that shaded them. Astonished, perplexed, and alarmed, 
Juden continued to gaze in the direction of the light, until 
a loud holla startled mm, and he perceived a man on horse- 
back close to the foot of the tower. 

■* Ho !*' cried Juden through his hand, for the wind blew 
keen and hi^ " What want ye, friend P " 

" No a mght*s lodging, or 1 wadna come here," answered 
the other testily. *' Clo^ sates and dark windows betoken 
cauld cheer and a canlder in^e." 

" Beware o* your tongue, friend," replied the butler from 
aloft. " Langer lugs than yours hae been nailed to the tower 
yett. You have come frae Edinburgh, I warrant P" 

" Troth have I, on the spur, man, so open the yett, Juden 
Stenton." 

" What's a* the steer there this night P" 

" Gif you had been there ye wad ken," responded the 
other with sulky importance. " I bear a letter for niy Lord 
Glermistonlee on the king's service, which king Grude kens 
and the deil cares." 

" Thir are kittle times, friend," repHed the butler, warily ; 
" so if Sing James himsel' came to the peel o' Clermiston 
this mirk night, not a bolt would be drawn, or a lock undone. 
Tie the letter to this twine, gossip, and sae gang your way in 
peace." 

Bendered cautious by the nature of the times, and by being 
constantly on the alert against force and treachery, the warj 
old servitor lowered over the wall a string, to which after 
sundry curses the horseman tied a letter, and Juden towed it 
up, " hand over hand." 

" 111 folk are aye feared," said the stranger ; " and I doubt 
there are but few dear consciences in (Sermistonlee. My 
horse is sair forfoughton wi* my ride frae the West-port ; he 
iSaU at the Foulbrigs, and was nigh swept awa, when fording 
the Leith doon by mere ; but I maun een nde on to his honour 
the laird o* Niddry without a stirrup cup or a * God save ye.' 
Out upon Clermiston and its ill-mannered loons!" and 
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dashing spurs into his horse, the servant galloped at a 
hunting pace away to the westward, and disappeared among 
the hollows at the verge of the Lee. 

Anxions to learn the contents of a letter in which he 
doubted not he had as much interest as his lord, Juden 
hurried down the corkscrew stair from the bartizan, and re- 
pairing to the little study where his half-muddled master was 
gazing dreamilv into the fire, and imbibing his sixth cup of 
sack, ne placed the little square billet before him. Clermis- 
tonlee tore it open, and read hurriedly, 

" Dear Gossip, 

" A glorious revolution hath been accomplished, 
(and I am just drinking to its success in sugared brandy), but 
Satan seems to have broken loose in the city, whilk the rascal 
sort hath fired in six different places. The acts of estate and 
council are mere nullities. Your presence is required by the 
council anent ane address to the new king. We are to have a 
grand onslaught to-morrow against Baal s prophets, the host 
of Pharaoh, and a' that, ye ken. 

" Yrs. at service, 

" Mebsingkton." 

" Postscriptum, — Seep the bonnie bird in the cage close ; 
her kinsman I^apier hath been slain by youn^ Fenton, and ye 
know how the entail stands. Yale! King William the 
Second of Scotland for ever !" 

Clermistonlee's first impulse was to start up and buckle on 
his sword, exclaiming, 

" My gambadoes, Juden ; the red leather ones — saddle 
Meg, and, peril of thy life, look well to— but no — ^no! I will not. 
Thou mayest go to the devil, Mersinjgton, with thy drunken 
scrawl, the address, and the councu to boot. I leave not 
Clermiston to-night. Najjier slain — and by Fenton! By 
George, how the plot is thickening ! *Tis glorious. Juden, 
don your shabble, and ride to the city; tell my gossip 
Mersington in the matter pending, mark me, knave ! m the 
matter pending to use my name as he shall deem fitting." 

Juden replied by a leer of deep cunning (for he too was 
something of a politician), and, animated by an intense 
curiosity to know what was acting in the city, nurried away, 
and m ten minutes had left far behind him the dreaiy tower 
and frozen muir, above which its dark outline reared like that 
of a spectre. 

As the fumes of the wine mounted upward, the heated 
imagination and inflamed passions of Clermistonlee got com- 
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pletely the better of his senses. Thoughts of lilian's beauty 
and helplessness came yividly before him ; but suck reflections 
instead of kindliTig his pitTt roused all his passion for her to 
an ungovernable height. JDraining a cup of brandy to make 
him yet more recluess of consequences, and snatching a 
candle, he staggered from the room, and descended the narrow 
:stone stair that led from his apartment. 

He knew that he was alone, for Beatrix was under lock and 
key ; yet he stepped with singular caution. Every stone in 
the rough walls seemed a grotesque face, regarding him with 
mockery and wrath ; he saw a figure in every shacbw, heard 
a step in every whistle of the midnight wina. He dated not 
look at portraits as he passed, lest ueir eyes might seem to 
move ; and thus, though the entire consciousness of his dark 
intent came broadly and appallingly home to his heart, such 
was the influence of his un^ovemed passions that a spirit of 
the merest obstinacy urgea him to finish what he m part 
commenced, and the ni^ pulsations of his heart increasea at 
every step which brou^t him nearer to the chamber of his 
victim. 

He entered the hall. The feeble rays of h^ upheld candle 
seemed only to reveal the size and darkness of the place, and 
the grey winter twilight that struggled through its thickly 
grated and deeply-armed windows. The embers of the fire 
still smouldered on the heartli, and, reddening when the 
hollow wind rumbled down the wide chimney, threw the 
shadows of the sreat oaken table, the dark grotesque cabinets 
and hiffhbacked chairs in long and frightful figures on Hie 
paved floor. 

Entering the almonry, he opened a door, within it, which 
revealed a narrow passage in the wall that communicated with 
the secret outlets of the place, and ftd directly to the cabinet 
in Lilian's room. 

He stood within it, and the warmth of its atmosphere in- 
creased the ferment of his blood. Unconscious of the 
proximity of so dangerous a visitor, the innocent girl slept 
soundly, but lightly. 

Shading the light with his hand, he gazed impatiently upon 
the slumbering l^uty. 

Her hair, which overnight she had put up with the care- 
lessness so natural to grie^ had now escaped from the caul, 
and rolled over the piUow in masses that glittered like gold in 
the rays of the uncertain hght. She was very pale, but a 
slight glow began to redden her cheek, and it was graced with, 
a smile of inexpressible sweetness. 

Twice he approached, and twice drew back irresolute. 

II. z 



388 THE SCOTTISH CAYALISS. 

An itnfieen hand seemed to restrain him ; the air of perfeet 
innocence«pervading the presence of the sleeping girl pro- 
tected her for a time ; and scarcely daring to breathe, the 
intruder continued to gaze upon her. She slept softly. At 
lasjj, tears feU over her cheeks, and she tenderly murmured — 

" Dear Walter, have I not said that I love you P" 

Clermistonlee, on whose bent-down cheek her soft breath 
came, started at these words as if a serpent had stung him. 
One of those fierce, malicious, and scornful smiles, which so 
oft^n imparted to his handsome features a fiendish expression, 
contracted them but for a moment ; another of intense sadness 
and languor replaced it. At that instant, unable longer to 
restrain nimself, he clasped her in his arms. 

" Lilian !" he exclaimed, " dear Lilian, be not alarmed — it 
isL" 

A piercing shriek, that startled the furthest recesses of the 
old and desolate tower, burst from the lips of Lilian ; it was 
one of those deep and wailing cries of pain and horror which, 
when once heard, are never lorgot. 

" Villain, unhand me ! Oh ! spare me, my lord — spare me 
for the love of God!" 

** Be calm, Lilian — ^why should you fear me P Do I not 
adore you P Yes ; I prize your love beyond the possession of 
life. Dear girl, look not on me thus. 1 am the most devoted 
of lovers, and by this kiss, dearest d — ^nation !" 

He attemptea to kiss her ; but, endued with new stren^h 
by rage and fear, her little hands clutched fiercely his thick 
moustaches, and twisted his head aside, as she had done once 
before so effectually. 

" Hear me 1" he continued, " hear me, sweet Lilian ; I 
came but to say that I loved thee ." 

"Love me! oh! hoifcr! — ^leave me, or I shall expire — 
leave me !" 

At that moment a loud explosion, followed by the fanfare 
of trumpets and the ruffling of kettle-drums beneath the walls 
of the tower, arrested all the faculties of Clermistonlee, and 
by throwing his thoughts into another channel, covered liim 
with shame ; and he started back, the image of astonishment 
and irresolution. 

JNTot so Lilian ; her presence of mind was instantiy restored. 
Springing to a window, and fearlessly d^ftli^Tig "her hands 
through we panes of glass, she cried in agonized accents — 

" Help ! help ! for me love of the blessed God I Help me, 
or I pensh !" 

" Lilian ! Lilian !" cried a voice that filled her with transport. 
It was that of Walter Fenton. 
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A glance sufficed to show her a gallant troop of horse halted 
beneath tiie tower in the grey morning twilight. Again she 
would have spoken, but the strong hand of CSlermistonlee 
dragged her furiously back into the apartment. 



CHAPTER XLVI. 

XDIKBUBaH— THE KIQHT OF THE BEYOLUTIOIT. 

Meanwhile, regardless of the royal cause. 

His swoid for James no tarotiier sov'zeign draws. 

The Pope himself, surrounded with alarms. 

To France Us bnUs, to Ck>rfu sends his aims ; 

And though he hears his darling son's complaint, * 

Can hardly spare one tutelazy saint. 

TiCKKLL, Edit. 1749* 

Eboh the hour in which Lilian had been torn from her, 
the aged Lady Grizel had never raised her head. Affection 
and horror, wrath and insulted pride, had all aggravated to 
the utmost the weakness and debuity consequent to exceeding 
old age ; and by her weeping domestics the venerable dame 
was borne to her ^eat cnair in the chamber-of-dais, where 
she remained long msensible to all that passed around her. 

The storm and hurry of poHtical events employed otherwise 
Sir Thomas Dalyel and those friends who nu^ht have served 
her in this dilemma; and now she found herself quite 
deserted. 

Syme, the baillie, and the whole male population of the 
barony, had fruitlessly searched the Burghmuir for the re- 
mainder of the night and morning ; but, for reasons whidli 
will shortly be apparent, any appHcation to the privy council 
or magistrates of JSdinburgn would have been utterly futile, 
as their attention was amply occupied by more important 
matters than the abduction of a girl. 

Long fits of stupor, succeeded by querulous bursts of pas- 
sion, left the poor old lady so weak, that, as Elsie related to 
Sir Thomas oi Binns, " between the ni^ht and morning, she 
cried on Sir Archibald to save her doo Lilian ; and then she 
just soughed awa like a blink o* the sunshine, and lay back 
under her canopy in the chaumer-o'-deese, a comely corpse 
to see as ever was streekit." 

The old lad^ did not die, however, but recovered her senses 
by having a pistol fired at her ear by the rough old Muscovite 
trooper, " a cure for the vapours, whilk," he said, '' he had 
often seen practised on Samoieda." 

As before relftced» in consequence of the vigilance <^ Sir 
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James Montgomerie, the privy council and people of Scotland 
had been kept for seyeral weeks in a state of painfnl uncer- 
tainty as to the fate of James's affairs in England ; but a 
letter from Lord Dundee reached the Scottish' ministry, 
expressive of apprehensions for the issue of a conflict between 
the troops of the king and those of his invader. 

To ascertain the true aspect of affairs, they despatched 
into England a man named Brand, a baillie of Edinbureh, 
who basely betrayed his trust by carrying his despatches 
straight to the prince of Orange, to whom he was introduced 
by Dr. Burnet. 

On Craigdarroch's arrival at the Scottish capital, and others 
with similar tidings of the desertion and dissolution of the 
army, the flight of James, and success of William, the Ions 
threitening Itonn burst forth in aU itg tarj. Scotland!^ 
that time swarmed with brave and hardy soldiers, skilful 
officers, ruined barons, and desperate vassals — the veterans of 
the covenant, and the endless wars of Sweden, France, and 
Elanders ; thus, ingloriously as the campaign had passed over 
in the south, a cloud was gathering on the Highland hills, that 
threatened to descend^ as of yore, in wrath and blood on the 
fertile Lowlands. 

Lifuriated by the severities of what was called the "twenty- 
eight years* persecution," the Lowland population were ripe 
for armed revolt, and tiiie capital, to which they flocked m 
overwhelming masses, became the grand centre of their 
operations, and the scene of newer atrocities. The greatest 
outrages were committed upon the persons and property of 
those unhappy catholics, episcopalians, and cavaliers, who • 
fell into the Hands of this wild mob. 

Perth, the lord chancellor, fled ; the privy council, which 
had been severe to the nation, in proportion as it was servile 
to James, despatched an immediate address to William, and 
none were more cordial in IJieir offers of dutiful service than 
Provost Prince, and the worthy council of Edinburgh ; those 
very men who had so lately declared to the umortunate 
Stuart, that they " would stand by his sacred person on all 
occasions." Now they were equaUy prompt in offers to his 
dethroner, to whom they complainea Ditterly ** of the helHsh 
attempts of iBomish incendiaries, and of the just grievances 
of all men, relating to conscience, liberty, and property." 
. For three days the capital was in me power of a mad 
Jnd lawless rabble, who, rendered furious by bigotry and 
Intoxication, committed the most dreadful atrocities. 

The houses of all who were obnoxious to them were plun- 
4ned and givdn to the flames, and all effects of value were 
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scattered in the streets. There were episodes of horror 
ensued such as Edinburgh had never witnessed before. The 
streets were filled with me smoke of burning houses ; the air 
was sheeted with flame ; the shrieks of the perishing inmates* 
the howls of their destroyers, and the crash of falling masonry, 
rang night and day. The coUege of the Jesuits was levelled 
to me dust ; crosses and relics, statues, pictures, and vest« 
ments were borne aloft through the streets, and consigned to 
the flames amid yells of derision. 

The ale and wine found in the cellars of the cavaliers in- 
flamed the inborn savagism of the multitude, who were ur^d 
by their ministers to commit a thousand nameless atrocities. 
For three days they continued in a state of perfect intoxica* 
tion (says Lord Balcarris in his " Memoirs '), and in open 
daylight, in the crowded streets of the city, committed upon 
the persons of many catholic ladies such outrages as cannot 
be written, and " without any attempt beio^ made by the 
authorities to restrain such brutality." (Pp. S^, 27.) 

Of all the members of the old government, none was more 
obnoxious to the people than Sir George Mackenzie, of Sose- 
haugh, the celebrated lawyer and essayist, who had rendercKi 
himself an object of intense hatred by the severity with 
which he had stretched the criminal laws to answer the views 
of the government ; and who, in his office of pubHc prose- 
cutor, had obtained the unenviable soubriquet of *' the per- 
secutor of God's saints," "the blood-thirsty advocate," 
** bluidy Mackenzie ;" and to this hour his vaulted mausoleum 
at Edinburgh is regarded with hatred and loathing by the 
old Cameronians and "true-blue" presbyterians. 

His mansion in Bosehaugh-close was soon made the object 
of attack. The night of me third day had closed over the 
city, and still the scene of tumult and frenzy, the din and tlie 
flames of destruction loaded the air with sounds of horror 
and outrage. 

In^reat anxiety for his personal safety, the unhappy states- 
man heard with no ordinary perturbation the increasmg roar 
of sounds, like the chafing of a distant sea ; tlie mingling 
of a myriad human voices, and the rush of feet, which 
betokened the approach of a vast mob. 

With drums beating before them, and armed with various 
weapons, the thousand bright points of wMch gleamed in the 
lurid blaze of the uplifted torches, a dense mass of ragged, 
squalid, and insane-lookine men, poured like a human flood 
into the deep and narrow aUey, at the foot of which still stands 
the house of Eosehau^h. B^imed with smoke and filth, 
maddened by intoxication and e^ce^^, M^^^-vx 1^^> ^& ''^s^^ 
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TMOimded between the soiid walls of the narrow street, rang 
like those of fiends from some deep abjss, and the heart St 
"Hp^^^^gift died sway within him. To appeal to their pitj 
would b^ like craying mercy from the waves of an angry 
ocean ; Ihere was no escape, no remedy, no bribe, no hope ; 
finr among that terrible mob were the fathers, the sons, the 
brothers — ^yea, and the mothers — of those who at his instance 
luid perished in thousands, by the sword, by the tortnre, and 
the gibbet, or were lingering out a miserable existence as 
slayes and bondsmen in the distant Indies. 

**My Qodr my Gk)d! for what am I reserved?" he ex- 
ehdmeOt as from a loffcy npper window he stcrveyed the dense 
mass of noadmeoi, who, wedged in the alley below, impeded 
eaek otheir's motions. Conspicnons above all, raised on the 
abonlders of two strozi|g men, whose arms and faces were 
smeared with blood and blackness, there was npbome a man, 
whose sad-eolonred garments and white bands annonnoed him 
a preacher; his gannt visaee and long hair of mven hne 
waving around a face ghastiy, though noshed witii passion, 
his large hazel eyes glowing like those of a tiger, his upraised 
hmds clenching one a Bible, and the other a broadsword, 
declared him a wild enthusiast (another " Habakuk Muckle- 
wrath"). 

It was Ichabod Bummel, who had escaped from the damp 
vaultd of the wave-beaten Bass, and haa now come to take 
vengeance on Mackenzie for his exile, his captivity, his 
caruMied bones, and long nersecution. 

" Come forth, Achan, mou troubler of Israel ! " he shrieked; 
*^ come forth, thou destroyer of the ^ood and just, thou per- 
secutor of tibe saints of Gk>d ! come rorth, thou thing that art 
accursed, or we will bum thee in the ruins of thy dwelling, 
and salt them with salt. Courage, my brethren ! Oh, is not 
this a brave hour and a ^orious one P For lo, the time is 
come when the host of ]rharaoh shall be discomfited and 
striken as of old. Achan, thou persecutor of the covenanted 
kirk, behold me towering amid Baal's prophets, four hundred 
and i^ men, as the book saith ! '* 

This rhapsody was responded to with yells of ardour, and 
the din of hammers ran^ like thunder against the strong 
oaken door of the mansion, while many bullets were dis- 
charged at the windows, which were securely grated. A door 
of massive oak closed the entrance of the turnpike stair, and 
though the whole house resounded tmder the energy of the 
blows, the barrier refiised to yield, though graduaBy it was 
fitlliuf^ in splinters, a process too slow to suit the fierce 
impatience of the increasing mob. 
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" Let fire be brotuzht/' cried Ichabod, " let the mansion be 
consumed, that its flames may be as a light to the house of 
Judah. Know, O thou persecutor of God's covenanted saints, 
that a sword is this night upon the inhabitants of Babylon, 
and upon her princes, and her mighty men ; for it is the load 
of CTaven images, and they are mad uipon their idols.'* 

Urged by this blasphemous appHcatian of Scripture, burn- 
ing brands were heaped by the people against the door, and 
soon the increased yells of satisfaction announced to the 
miserable adyocate* mat the barrier was rapidly giving way, 
and that in another moment the reeking nands of the de- 
stroyers would be upon him. He threw round a glance of 
a^ony, the barred windows denied all hope of escape, and now 
his stem soul sank at the prospect of a cruel ana immediate 
death, when lo ! one tremenaous yell of another import brought 
him once more to the shattered windows. " It is a dream 1" 
he exclaimed. 

A troop of the Eoyal life Gkiards, wiih their bright arms 
flashing in the light of the waving torches, were hewing and 
treading down the mob like a field of rye ; and chief above all 
shone one cavalier — it was Dundee— the gallant, the terrible 
Claver'se, that man-fiend, whom all deemed six hundred miles 
away. There was no mistaking the splendour of his armour, 
the nobility of his air, the ferocity of his purpose. 

" Close up — fall on, gentlemen ; no quarter to the knaves I" 
he exclaimed, while, stfuiding erect in his stirrups, he showered 
his blows on every side, his white plumes rising and falling in 
unison with his trenchant rapier. 

" Hey for King James ! Ho for the cavaliers ! Down with 
the rebels — down with the whigamores !'* cried Holsterlee and 
others, as they pressed forward, and the rabble grovelled in 
the dust beneath the tremendous rush of the heavy horses, 
and their riders in steel and bufi*. In a minute i^e narrow 
alley was cleared of the hving, and piled knee-deep with dead 
and dyinjgr. The shrill voice of Ichabod, as he was borne ofl* 
by his discif^es, was heard dying away in ihe distance, like 
that of an evil spirit carried away by a stormy wind. 

By something like a miracle. Lord Dundee had traversed 
the whole of hostile England, and though menaced on every 
hand by great bodies of troops, had reacned his native capital 
in safety; bringing with him not only the sixty cavalier 
troopers (who of all his cavalry alone remained stanch to 
him), but with them Walter Fenton, Lord Dunbarton, Fin- 
land, and other officers retaken from De Ginckel. They now 
rode under his orders as gentlemen-troopers, mounted on 
heavy black chargers that h^ whilome belonged to the Swart 
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IRuyters ; and the whole, with standards displayed, had en< 
tared the city about an hour before the assault on BosehaughV 
house. 

The reverend Dr. Joram, late chaplain to the Eojral Scots^ 
also bestrode a horse which he had taken as his spoil in battle ; 
and had donned a trooper's corslet, witii which his clerical 
bob-periwig consorted as oddly as with the fierce and tipsy 
expression of his flushed and florid face, and with the stem 
cock of the Monmouth beaver that surmounted it. The gallant 
divine had recently imbibed so much wine that he could 
scarcely keep his saddle. 

Of me fate of their captured comrades they as yet knew 
nothing ; but Gravin of tiiat ilk, with tweni^ other officers and 
five hundred men, were then at London, close prisoners ; the 
rest had returned to i^eir colours ; and alter a tune, the whole, 
seeing the futility of resistance, ultimately embarked peaceably 
under the orders of their new commander, the veteran duke 
de Schomberg. None were punished, " as the new govern- 
ment had not yet been fully recognized in Scotiand." 

Bosehaugh nad been saved from a terrible immolation ; but 
the services of the ni^ht were not yet over. Olaverhouse, 
with his cavaliers, retired to a quiet part of the city, under 
protection of the castle batteries, where a brave garrison of 
catholic soldiers, led by the duke of Gordon, remained yet 
stanch to James. 

" My lord earl," said Dundee to Dunbarton, " we must 
be somewhat economical of our persons and horses, when 
encountering these mad burghers and drunken saints, and not 
forget that we are the last hope of the king in this hotbed of 
presbytery and rebellion." 

" Irue, replied the earl, " and I rejoice that we have but 
few to regret, and few to mourn for us if we perish in the 
straggle on which we are about to plunge." 

The eyes of the viscount filled with dusky fire. 

**DTmbarton," said he, "I am alone in the world. Our 
grateful king has given me honours to which none can succeed, 
for I have cast the die by which they are lost for ever ; and 
nowhere can my coronet oe more gloriously surrendered than 
on the battle-field." 

" I thank Heaven that the countess, my dear little Lsetitia, 
is in England," said the earl, pointing to the lurid flames that 
from the blazing houses of the Abbey-hiU flashed along the 
shadowy vista of the Canongate, glowing redly under the arch 
of the Netherbow, and tlSrowing forward m bold relief a 
thousand fantastic projections of the old Memish mansions 
ihat reared up their giant fronts on either hand. " I thank 
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Heaven that she is in a safer place than this poor city of wild 
^oiatics." 

"Would that I could say the same of Lilian!" thought 
Walter, with a deep sigh. " Can she be safe amid all uiis 
dreadfid uproar P ** 

At that moment a dense rabble approached, with drums 
beating, torches blazing, and weapons ^lintinff. 

''To the palace! to the abbey!" cned a tiiousand hoarse 
voices. *' Let us pull doon the temple of the idolat^, and 
gie his fause gods to the flames!" and they swept forward> 
greeting the troop of guards with yells of hatred and menace. 

They were led — ^by whom P Loid Mersin&ton, with Ids wig 
awry, nis clothes soiled with dust, and his Tace flushed with 
exertion ! The earl of Balcarris relates " that this fanatical 
judge, with a halbert in his hand, and drunk as ale and brandy 
could make him," led on the rabble to the assault of time- 
hallowed Holyrood ; but before reaching the eastern extremity 
of the city^,1us foUowers were joined by the trained bands in 
their bun coats and bandoliers, the magistrates, and other 
authorities, who vested this lawless mob with an air of order 
and official importance. 

" Will those villains really dare to molest the palace of bur 
kings P" said Dundee, his eyes kindling, as he looked after the 
revolters, and reined up his impatient horse. 

" What will they not dare P rejoined Dunbarton ; " but I 
doubt not they will experience a warm reception. Wallace, 
who commands the guard, is a brave cavaher as ever drew 
sword, and the traitors will make nothing of it." 

" Under favour, my lords," said Fenton, " they are in great 
numbers, and I have misgivings as to the issue." 

"Wallace — he is an old mend of mine," said Finland. 
"*Sdeath! weVe seen some sharp work together on t^e 
frontiers of Flanders ; and with your permission, my lords, I 
will take a turn of service with him to-night." 

" As you please," replied the viscount ; " Dunbarton com- 
mands here, though he rides in my troop. Gro — ha, ha ! twa 
heads are better wan one." 

" I go, then ; and yonder fanatical senator may beware how 
he comes within reach of my hand." 

" Thy riding-whip, say rather." 

" I volunteer also," said Walter, who was under great 
anxiety to have an opportunity of visiting Lilian. 

" And I too," added the reverend Joni^b Joram. " I long 
to encounter with Bible and bilbo, yonder preacher of sedition, 
that urges on this unhanged rout of traitors. For know ye, 
gentlemen, (hiccup) that one preacher is better in Scothuid 
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than twenty drommers to find recmitB for the devil's service ; 
so, in his own phraseology, I will gird np my loins, and eo 
forth to battle against them. Come on, gallants ! Ho, S>r 
Xing James, and down with the whigamores! Snb-a-dub, 
mb-a-dn b ** 

" Beware, sirs, for the good caose has not many such spirits 
to spare," said Gkver'se, as they dashed spurs into their 
hoTBes, and making a detonr down one narrow wynd and np 
anotiber, reached, without interruption, the deep-^ined arch- 
way of the palace porch, an ancient gothic edifice, heavily 
turreted ana battionented. 



CHAPTEB XLVIL 

SACK OF HOLYBOOD. ^ 

*Twas a dream of the ag:e8 of darkness and blood, 
When the miniBters' home was the momrtaan and -wood ; 
The mnsquets wereflaahlng, the Uue swords were gleamingr. 
The hehnets were deft, and the red blood was streaming ; 
The heavens grew dark, and the thunder was rolling. 
When on Welwood's dark mnirland the mii^ity were ftOling. 

Anohtmous. 

"Wblcomb, gentlemen,*' exclaimed Wallace; "I never 
stood in such need of advice and comradeship." 

He was a handsome man, above six feet in neight ; his gold* 
coloured cuirass and buff coat, laced with silver, announced 
h^Tp a captain ; the slouch Of his broad Spanish hat, with its 
drooping plumes, and the tie of his voluminous white silk 
scar^ gave him inimitable grace. 

"Welcome, Pinland, to share the poor cheer and hard- 
fighting of Holyrood. By Mahoud ! but times are changed 
with the king's soldiers. I have endured a three days' siege 
here, and matters are not likely to mend." 

*' No ; a rabble, many thousands strong, by all the devils ! 
the very riddlings of St. Ninian's and the Seggar's-row, are 
at this moment approaching, and if one of your guard be left 
alive by daylight it will be a miracle." 

" Dost thiii so P " rejoined Wallace, as he led them to a 
table in the outer court of the palace, where a lantern placed 
on a table revealed a few drinkmg-homs, a keg of eau de vie, 
and some objects of a more unpleasant nature, the dead 
bodies of several soldiers, shot by the rioters during the day. 
** You hold out a dark future tons, Finland, and, nevertheless, 
like the true soldier I have ever known thee, come to take a 
tam of service with, us." 
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^* As yon see," replied Emland, laughing, as he Med a horn 
horn the keg nnbidden. 

" Drink witiii me, gentlemen,'* said Wallace. 

" With all my son! ! " hiccupped Dr. Joram. 

''This ke^ of brandy was lately in the cellars of the Jesuits, 
and some mendly rogue trundled it our way. God bless the 
good old cause ! my service to ye, sirs. Hark, comrades— 
drums ! " he added, as he drained and threw down the cup. 

^ *Tjb the march of the trained bands," said Walter. 

" Indeed ! " rejoined Wallace, sternly. " Let all the whig- 
amore scum of Scotland come, they are welcome., I am one 
of the good old race of Elderslie, and I thank Heaven that in 
an hour like this, it hath been the hap of one of my name to 
have entrusted to his care the defence of the palace of our 
princes, and yonder holy fane, the sepulchre of their bones — 
one of the fairest inles that ancient piety ever founded, or 
modem fanaticism destroyed." His swart countenance lighted 
up, and signing the cross (for tiiis noble cavalier was a true 
oaihcdic), he drew his sword. 

" Hark, a chamade ! " said Walter Fenton ; " now let us 
hear what these rascals have the impudence to say ; " and the 
three eaivaliers repaired to the porch, leaving the divine to 
continue his devoirs to the brandy-keg. They beheld a yeiy 
extraordinary scene. 

Wallace's company was an Independent one. It was some- 
thing less than a hundred strong, and had the great porch of 
the palace and the two lesser gates of the boundary waQ to 
defSand. In the former there were sixty musketeers drawn 
up, as it was the point of the greatest danger ; the remainder 
were posted at the small gat^, which were weU secured by 
intenud barricades. The great facade of the magnificent 
palace, with its deep quadrangle and six round towers, loomed 
through the starless gloom of the wmter night ; Hghts flickered 
iil the gallery of the kings of Scotland, and through the lofty 
casements of its long corridors and echoing c&mbers, for 
there many proscribed catholic and cavfdier families, terrified 
women, and nelpless children, had fled for refoge. And from 
the great western windows of the chapel roy^d shone " the 
dim religious light" of the distant altar, where many a devout 
worshipper, in the ancient faith of our fathers, sent up, with 
caihotBc fervour, the most solemn prayers to Grod for conquest 
and for succour. 

How difl*erent was the scene without those sacred walls, 
with their shadowy aisles, their glimmering shrines and 
inarble tombs — ^their dark, deep, solemn arches, and myste- 
rious echoes. 
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Through the strong gate of yertical iron bars that closed 
the dark round archway of the porch, the cavaliers beheld the 
long vista of the Canon^ate, extending to the westward. Its 
long perspective of ancient and picturesque edifices, turrets, 
outshots, and cables, was vividly lit up by the crimson glare 
of the blazing nouses on the Abbey-hiU, to the northward of 
the palace. 

A dense mob that had gathered in the Cowgate, provided 
with weapons and torches, mingled with trained bandsmen, 
and having drums beating, and the earl of Perth's effigy, 
borne aloft ^before them, ailer traversing the West Bow and 
High-street, maltreating all they met, were now descending 
the Canongate ; and the light of their brandished flambeaux 
streamed mrough the groiiied portal of the palace, glittering 
on the helmets and arms of the soldiers drawn up within it in 
close array, and beyond on the taU outline of the tower of 
James Y. 

As the drums of the trained bands continued to beat the 
point of war, the rabble poured forth from all the divereinff 
wynds and alleys, until like a river swollen by a hunorea 
tributary streams, the dense mass that debouched upon the 
open space around the ancient Girth-cross of the once holy 
sanctuanr, covered the whole arena. The united roar of ten 
thousana angry voices swelled along the lofty street, and the 
red torchlight revealed many an uncouth visage, distorted by 
drunkenness, fanaticism, and ferocity. Several mxiskets and 
pistols were incessantly discharged, while stones, sticks, frag- 
ments of furniture, dead cats, and every available and 
imaginable missile were hurled in showers over the battle- 
ments of the porch, and strewed the pavement of the court 
within. 

In front were Grahame and Macgill, two captains in the 
trained band, armed with their buff coats, steel caps, and half- 

e:es ; several baillies, in their scarlet gowns and gold chains ; 
rd Mersington, reeling about and brandishing a partizan, 
his senatorial wig and robes in a woeful plight ; the Sev. 
Ichabod BummeC bare-headed, and spurring Gke a madman 
a short, plump, and active Gtdloway cob of which he had 
possessed himself, and over the flanks of whicli^ his long 
spindle shanks and scabbard trailed upon the ground. On 
each side were the Marchmont and Islay heralds, the Unicom 
and Ormond pursuivants, in their tabards blazing with em- 
broidery, and their tall plumed bonnets; behmd was a 
confused forest of uplifted hands, and weapons, swords, pikes, 
staves, and halberts, which flashed incessantly in the wavering 
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ejarp of die laandkihad torehcB, anddiief aibcTe all wav fte 
cCgT rfiiie disiisdkir, flnda grett <xiBge aiid l)ibie abBi^^ 
tkefint t^ flodoDT of t^ SendntknulB, die Moond of i^ 



The lionwi of t^ eni of Podi, die kirdi of ^^iddbr, 
SBrdmrnmand, and odftccB. weve Uum^ ciose It, and lie 
■br w dieeiBd iridi fire. Tbe oontemtodTdiaredQinvcn 
ro&fld inlD die itrBeiB and aterad, and die ric^ and hwrioBi 
of Fiance, die imt-lvo'wii ale, and enrstil naqoebni^ 





like pigs in die kennel, and were trod to dealk 
St of die imghty lioBt diat swept orer tKona. 

After a fiomidi of tmnmeta, tie Benkr ben&a cried widi a 

loud^oifle,-- 
"la tbe name of die ktds of Iob majestr's pnrr council, I« 

die labvjbaaild-at-anns, summon, wmC and ekiane jrmk 

Giptam WHfiam Wallaee. under pain and penahr of loss of 

life and eadieat of goods- 



Yea, and tbe loss oi BidTatkn,*' screamed Idiabod, wilk a 
Toiee of a Sl e nt o r, as be brandiBhed liis Bible and bloodf 
swoid. " Woe mdo ye wbomardiaeainEt God witb banners 
diq^ajed! Woe imto ye wbo would build w^ the waDs of 
Jcneiioi, wkklLtiieLQrd batb castm down! Take beed, je 
▼ip CTi and soldierB of Jeroboam, lest die rarse tbat fSeH obl 
Hjd, die Belbeiite, fiOl upon re also! Woe imto je, wtxw 
aUfpen of die Babylonian ba^ol; the modier of son, for die 
boar ia oome wben it is written tbat ye shall pensb ! ** 

rAnd eadieat of goods and gear,** eonthnied die berald. 



" fixftstnre of name and &me. 

" Sonmder, ye d— d loons ! ** cried Meningtcm, ** or bee 
bee, -well gie ye cauld kail daoDgb die lo^ ocmfoim to die 
Ads of Eknte." 

"Soand trampets for silenee!** exdaimed die berald 
iiMtigwnrtj ; but now die Tcnee of Mr. Bommel was again 
beard. 

** Ok, for one moment of tbe band diat smote die foes of 
.Zion ! " be exeJaimed, raising to bearen bis smiken eres tbat 
in tbe tcrdiliebt seemed to fin widi a Tdlow glare." **0^ 
forGod's midedietion on die Inwts of fiabel! Lo! I see a 
sign in die bft — diey are deliraed nnto ns, diat we may dask 
d M in Monst tbe stnies. On, on, and spare not ! smne and 
abj I ^adi to tbe £dse propbetB ! deatb to die soldieTs of 
tbe iddalroiis James ! ' 

^I, Ibe lalay berald-^t-anns ** 

«« Hand your d—d yammering!" died Captain Grabam, of 
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tiie trained bands, interrupting in turn ; *' close up, my trained 
men ! come on, my buirdly Baxters, and coathie craftsmen— 
adyance pikes — musketeers, blow matches — ^give fire ! ** 

" Give fire ! " re-echoed the deep voice oi Wallace within 
the groined portal. A loud discharge of musketry took place, 
and the bullets of the mob rattled like a hailstorm against the 
walls, or whistled through the archway of the noroh. 

Three soldicbrs felldei^, but nearlymrty of the rabble were 
shot, for every buUet fired by the '* JBrats of Babel " killed at 
second hand. Still they pressed forward with undiminished 
courage, and assailed the three gates of the palace at once, 
and pressing close to the bars of the portal, fired their 
muskets and pistols through with deadly precision on the 
little band within. Here "Wallace commanded in person, with 
a bravery worthy of his immortal name, and encouraged by 
his animated exhortations, his gallant few, though falling fast 
on every hand, stood firm, with a resolution to die, but never 
surrender. 

Walter Fenton and Finland commanded each about twenty 
musketeers at the lesser gates, which the insurrectionists 
assailed pell-mell with hammers and pickaxes, and as nothing 
but a cruel death could be expected if this mob of infunated 
madmen obtained entrance, the poor soldiers fought as 
much for their lives as for honour and protection of the})alace 
and chapel royal. From a platform of planks and furniture, 
overlooking the south back of the Oanongate, Walter's party 
poured a me upon the mob with deadly effect ; the psdace 
wall was high, the gate strong and weU secured, so they 
hurled ponderous stones and swung hammers against its solid 
firont in vain. 

So it fared with Finland, who defended the northern door- 
way of the royal gardens near a little turretted edifice called 
Queen Mary's Ba^k, This experienced soldier had speedily 
made four loop-holes through the strong wall, and the rioters, 
as they approached the gate, were shot down in such rapid 
succession that an appallmg pile of dead and dying lay berore 
it, forming a barrier so hideous, that their companions began 
to recoil in dismay, and poured a storm of bullets and abuse 
&om a distance. 

The blaze from the Abbey-hill illuminated the whole garden, 
and the dark buttresses, the square tower, the deep-ribbed 
doorway, and tall lancet windows of the beautiful cmurch of 
the Sancta Crucis were all bathed in a blood^red hue by the 
flaring sheets of flame that ascended from the boming houses. 

'' St. Bride speed you, my gallant Douglas ! " orieaWallacey 
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who, anxious for the maintenance of his post, made a hurried 
round of the walls. '* Art keeping the knaves in check P '* 

"Let the deed show," replied Finland. "By my faith! 
their dead are lyin^ chin deep without the barrier. 'Twas a 
brave stroke in tactics this enfilade of ihe approach ; and the 
flames of yonder ^at mansion enable my bold hearts to aim 
with notable precision." ^ 

" *TiB the noble lodging of the great chancellor," rejoined 
Wallace, turning his flushed face towards ihe ruddy glow ; 
" and I grieve deeply that many noble dames of the flrst 
quality are likely per:shing amid yonder flames ; however, 
death is ^eferaole to dishonour at the hands of fanatical 
clowns. This day they dragged my sister through the streets 

and in open day — my God!" He ground his teeth 

and smote his breast. 

" Malediction ! " exclaimed Finland ; " can we not succour 
themP" 

" Impossible," repHed the other, resuming his military non- 
chalance. " I cannot spare a man. Bonnie black*eyed Maud, 
of Madertie, and merry An lie, of Maxwelton, axe both yon- 
der ; this morning they fled to the house of Perth. God sain 
them both — ^now I must see how fares young Fenton." He 
hurried away, leaving Finland transflzed by what he had 
revealed. 

" Follow me, some of ye," he exclaimed; " let six maintam 
the post. Come on, gallants, we will save these noble dames, 
or die." 

His party had now been reduced to twelve ; but forgetfiil 
of everytlmig save the probable danger of Annie, he rushed 
through the garden followed by six s^diers armed with pikes, 
and leaving the precincts of the palace by a secret doorway 
near the okL royal vault, hurried through the narrow subuit) 
of Croft-an-£igh, and felt his heart 1^ as the hot glow of 
the burning houses y^ blown upon his cheek, and the sparks 
fell like red hail around him. The roar of voices and of 
musketry still continued around the palace with unabated 
vigour; but here the mob lay generally wallowing in the 
Hquor that flowed along the street, or were busy in revelling 
around piles of wine flasks, runlets of wine, and oarrels of ale, 
or hurrying away with whatever plunder they had saved from 
the fast-spreadinff conflagration. 

The house of Sie chancellor, a lofty edifice, witihi turrets at 
the angles, steep roofs, and great stacks of chimneys, stood a 
little way back nrom the street, with a row of tall jDuteh nop- 
hun before it ; but these were now blackened and scorchea by 
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the forky €ames tliat rolled in Yolumes from the windows, and 
clambered over the sinking roofs. The smoke ascended into 
the clear air in one vast shadowy pillar, and showers of 
43parks were thrown as from the crater of a volcano. Not one 
of ihe inmates was visible, for every window was full of flame, 
and Finland felt distraction in his mind as he gazed upon the 
blazing house ; but suddenly several females appeared upon 
tiie stone gutters and upper bartizan, waving their handker- 
chiefs, and crying in piteous accents for mercy and for suc- 
cour ; but they were unheeded by the mob, or, if heard, only 
treated with c(erision. 

" A ladder, a ladder ! " exclaimed f^inland, whose arms and 
attire were so much disfigured by smoke and dust, that he 
«eemed in no way di£ferent from the other armed citizens 
that thronged the streets. ** Death and confusion ! a hundred 
bonnet pieces for a ladder ; my brave friends, my good com- 
rades, your pikes — ^truss them mto a ladder. Ere now I have 
led an escalade of such a turnpike. Bravo, my bold hearts ! " 
and with the silent precision of practised campaigners, the 
soldiers with their scarfs trussed or tied their six pikes into 
the form of a scaling-ladder. In a moment it was placed 
against the wall. *' (ruard the passage," cried Finland, as he 
disappeared through one of the upper windows. 

Tne heat and smoke were so great that he could scarcely 
breathe ; for the old mansion being all wainscotted, burned 
hke a ship, and ancient paintings, costly hangings, carpets, 
furniture, books, and all the magnificent household of the 
freat chancellor, was crumbling to ashes beneath the relentless 
name. 

The hot conflagration often drove Finland back, and made 
his very brains whirl ; but he found other passages, across 
the pelding floors, and ascending from story to story, at last 
felt gratefmly the cooler air upon his flusned and scorched 
iiace as he stepped upon the flame-lighted bartizan, and Annie, 
with a wild hysterical laugh, threw nerself into his arms, and 
immediately swooned. 

" Your nand. Lady Madertie — away, awa^ ! " cried he ; 
'* we have not a moment to lose ;'* and bearmg his burden 
like a child, he attempted to descend the staircase ; but lo! 
tiie forked flames shot up the spiral descent, and drove him 
back upon the platform, which was thirty feet in height. 

All retreat was cut off. 

Annie was insensible ; and Finland, as he leant against the 
parapet and pressed her to his breast, and felt the masses of 
^er soft hair blown against his face, became giddy witJi 
despair. At a little distance Matilda of Madertie, a beautiful 
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blonde, was kneeling before lier crucifix, and praying with all 
the happy fervour of a true Catholic ; her long dark hair was 
streammg over her shoulders. Near her were several female 
servants, crouching against the parapet, and who, exhausted 
by the energy of meir shrieks, and the near approach of death, 
lay in a kind of stupor, without motion, and seeming scarcely 
to breathe. Finland thought only of Annie ; but a glance 
sufEiced to show that their late was sealed. 

The whole of the lofty house beneath the turret where they 
stood was an abyss of names, and the glare, as they flashed 
upward and around him, compelled him to close his eyes ; and 
thus a prey to grief and horror, he moved to and fro upon the 
toppling wall until the slate roofs sank crashing into the flam- 
ing pit with a roar, and now one vast sheet of broad red fire 
ascended into the air, making the calcined walls that confined 
it rend and tremble ; a shout came up from the street below ; 
the whole city, the hills, and the sky seemed to be on fire. 
The flames came closer to Finland — lie felt their scorching 
heat ; the next seemed to sweep his cheek, and Annie's wav- 
ing locks and his own, that mingled with them, were burned 
away together. 

"Laird of Finland," cried a soldier from below, " the tree 
—the tree ! " 

" 'Tis death at all events," replied the cavalier ; and <][uick 
as li^ht, with his long; scarf, he bound the slender waist of 
Anme to his own, and stretohing from the wall, got into the 
lofty and strong poplar tree, and began to descend slowly and 
laboriously. A snout burst from the soldiers in the garden, 
below. 

" Grod receive us ! " cried Maud of Madertie, holding up 
her crucifix to heaven. At that moment the wall gave way 
beneath her, and she disappeared for ever. 

Finland's desertion of his post proved ultimately fatal to 
the defence of Holyrood, which, by the efforts of Wallace, 
Walter Fenton, and the church-nulitant. Dr. Joram, was 
protracted until eleven at night. Then the soldiers of Fin- 
land, having been all shot down, a party of the trained bands, 
led by Captain Grahame, broke down the gate with sledge- 
hammers, and then the armed mob, roused to an indescribable 
piteh of frenzy and ferocity by the liquors they had imbibed, 
the resistance and slaughter, and the exhortations of the 
religious maniacs who led them, crowded like a hell disgorged 
into the outer court and inner quadrangle of the palace. 

Taken thus in flank, the soldiers of Wallace were almost 
immediately destroyed. That brave cavalier was hewn down, 

II. 2 a 
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his body was hacked to pieces, his entrails torn oat and cast 
into the air. Many of his soldiers who surrendered were shot 
in cold blood, and ail the wounded perished. Walter Fenton, 
gathering a few of the suryivors upon his platform, still con- 
tinued to fire upon the sea of madmen that swarmed around 
them. 

Conspicuous among his followers,* upon his prancing Gal- 
loway cob, towered the tall and ghastly figure ot Mr. Ichabod 
Bummel ; and, urging the work of death, ne sent his powerful 
voice before him wherever he went. 

" No quarter to the birds of Belial ! — smite them both hip 
and thign. On, ye chosen of Israel, who now, in tiie good 
fight of faith, shall extirpate the heathen, sent forth even as 
t& Jews were of old." 

" Pick me down yonder villain," cried Fenton to his sol- 
diers ; and bxdlet after bxdlet whistled past the head of the 
preacher, but he seemed to bear a charmed life, and escaped 
l^m alL 

" On, on to the good work, and prosper ! " he cried. 
'* Smite and slay ! smite and slay ! lest the curses that befel 
Saul for sparing the Amalekites fall upon ye." 

Thus urged, the people hewed the soldiers limb from limb, 
and the bodies of the dead shared the same fate. Seeing all 
lost, Walter and Dr. Joram had torn the cavalier plumes from 
tiieir hats, and leaped upon their horses, hoping to cut their 
way liirough the press, or escape unknown. But, alas ! 
Joram was recognised by the terrible Ichabod, who, urging 
his Galloway towards him, brandished his sword, and ex- 
claimed with stentorian lungs — 

" *Tis a priest of Baal, and this night will I send him howl- 
ing to his false gods ! Gome on, tTonadab Joram, thou wolf 
in sheep's clothing." 

" Approach, thou d — ^ned, round-headed, prick-eared, cove- 
nanting, and rebellious rapscallion! " cried the doctor in great 
wrath, urging his horse towards his clerical antagonist ; but 
the crowd was great between them, and they were enabled 
to glare at and menace and bespatter each other with scrip- 
tural abuse and very hard names, for some time before they 
oame within sword's point ; for they were both intoxicated, 
the one with brandy, and the other with an enthusiasm that 
bordered on insanity. " Gome on, thou villanous whigamore," 
cried Joram, flourishing his long rapier ; " thy glory and thee 
shall depart to the devfl together ! ' 

" Out upon thee, and the bloody papistical duke whom thou 
servest, and hast blasphemously prayed for ; but the curse 
that fell upon Jeroboam hath already fallen upon him — he 
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sliall die without a son, and be the last of his persecuting 
race, despite the brat in the warming-pan." 

" On thy carcase, foul kite, wiB. I avenge this treason 
against the Lord's anointed?" replied Joram, spurring his 
horse. 

" Thou fool I " shrieked Ichabod, with a hoUow laugh ; 
"was that accursed tyrant who fiddled while Borne blazed 
beneath him ihe anointed of the Lord P " 

" Have at thee, trumpeter of treason. !" 

" Caitiff and firebrand of heU, at last I have thee !" and 
their swords flashed as they fell upon each other like two mad 
bulls. The superior strength and skill of the cavalier chaplain 
quite failed him before the ferocious enthimasm of the pres- 
byterian, whose long broadsword, swayed by both hands* was 
twice driven through lus body at the nrat onset. 

" Xing and high kirk for ever !" cried poor Joram, as he fdl 
forward with the blood gushing &om his mouth ; but, still un- 
satisfied, Ichabod seized him as he sank down, writhing one 
hand in his hair, and throwing the body across his si^i^e* 
bow, he slashed off the head, and held it aloft, a grinning and 
dripping trophy. 

*' ^hold,' he exclaimed, in an unearthly voice, " behold the 
head of Hblofismes !" 

AH was over now. Walter gave a hurried glance around 
him. The palace was being sacked by the rabble, who carried 
off all they could lay their hands upon ; but it was upon the 
beautiM chapel, tiiat venerable monument of anci^it art and 
David's pious zeal, that the whole tide of popular fary was 
poured. Li &ve minutes it was completely devastated. The 
tail windows, with their rich tracery and stained glass, wea» 
destroyed ; ^e magnifioent tombs of marble and brass, the 
grand organ, the altar, with its burning candles and grea^ 
silver crucifix, the rich oak stalls of me thistle, with the 
swords, helmets, and banners of the twelve knight», — were all 
torn down, and the beantifiilly variegated pavement was 
stripped from the floor. 

Au the wood and ornamental work, the pictures, reliques* 
furniture, vestments, &c., were piled in. ftont of the palace, 
and committed to the flames amid the yells of the populace, 
whose cries seemed to rend the very welkin. Dashm^ ^urs 
into his horse, Walter gave him the reins, and sweepmg his 
sword around him, right, left, front, and rear, he broke 
through the crowd^ and, followed by a score of buUete, 
gdUo^Nl up the Canongate and escaped, — ^the sole survivor of 
Siat nighfs slaughter at Holyrood. 
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CHAPTER XLVIII. 

THS TEILED PICTT7BE. 

To the Lords of Convention 'twas Claver's that spoke. 
Ere tiie King's crown shall fall there are crowns to be broke ; 
So let each Cavalier who loves honour and me. 
Come foUow the bonnet of bonnie Dundee. 

Scott. 

Skibtino the city, Walter soon left the roar of the angry 
multitude far behind him ; he was galloping among fallow 
fields, hedge-rows, and solitary lanes, and!^ the silence of the 
eomitry was a relief to his excited spirit after the fierce tumult 
of the last six hours. Hie snow had melted ; Dairy-bum, 
and other little rills that traversed the dark fields, gleamed 
like silver threads in the starlight. 

Walter passed the loch, and reached the old place of Drum- 
dryan ; the hotuse was ruined and desolate, roofless and win- 
dowless, and the roadway was strewn with fragments of furni- 
ture. His anxiety increased, and, goring his horse onward, he 
dashed up the dark dewy avenue of iwuntisfield, and reined 
up at the barbican-ffate. The perfect silence, unbroken even 
by the barking or a dog, and the strong odour of burned 
wood, had in some sort prepared him for the sight he wit- 
Bessed. There, too, had been the hand of the destroyer, and 
a great part of the once noble mansion was a bare, blackened, 
and open ruin. Its corbie-stoned gables and round turrets 
stood oleakly in bold relief against the starry sky ; and from 
tiie depths of its vaulted chambers, the remams of the smoul- 
dering conflagration sent forth at times a column of smoke 
into me calm winter atmosphere. The court and garden were 
strewn with broken funuture, torn hangings, books, and 
household utensils. 

The sudden snorting of his horse drew Walter's attention 
to two corpses that lay near the outer door. They were those 
of John Leekie, the gardener, and Drouthy, the aged butler, 
who, like true vassals, had both ''with harness on their 
backs," perished at their lady's threshold. Both had on cors- 
lets and steel caps, and one yet grasped a broken partisan. 

Full of dire tnoughts of vengeance, Walter galloped back 
to the city, every comer of which was now overffown with the 
tide of confusion and uproar that had been so long concen- 
trated around Holyrooa. He naturally sought the Castle- 
hill, where Dundee and Dunbarton, with their sixty followers* 
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who of all the Lowlands seemed now alone to remain true to 
their fugitive king, were drawn up imder the cannon of the 
Half-moon. 

"So the villains have sacked Holyrood," said Dundee^ 
smiling grimly. 

" To flieir contentment," replied Walter. " Poor Finland, 
our jolly chaplain, Wallace, and a hundred brave soldiers, 
have gone to render a last account of their faithful service; 
and I alone, survive, mv lords." 

" To avenge them, aad, sir. 'Tis the hope of repaying with 
most usurious interest this heavy account of blood that alon6 
makes me bear up," replied Dundee with enthusiasm ; ** and 
Grod give me inspiration, for I feel I am the last hope of thd 
old house of Stuart." 

At that time certain persons who sidled themselves a Con- 
vention of the Estates were assembled in conclave, and thither 
went the brave Dundee, though conscious that, personally or 
politically, he was the bitterest foe of every man present. 

" My lords and gentlemen," said he, observing me chiU that 
fell on the assembhige when he appeared — ** I have come here 
as a peer of the re^m, to serve his majesty James VII. and 
the parliament of Scotland ! and I demand that, if the latter 
has no occasion for my service, it will at least protect my 
friends and self from the insults of the base-bom rabble." 

With one voice this hastily collected and illegally con- 
stituted assembly exclaimed — ** We cannot and will not !" 

" Then farewell, sirs," replied the viscount, with a smile of 
pride and scorn. " When again I appear before you, it will 
not be to entreat, but to command — ^it will not be to plead, 
but to punish ; and now, let my trumpets sound To uorse! . 
In the coimtry of the clans, the hills are as steep, the woods 
are as pathless, the glens as deep, and the rivers as rapid, as 
in the days of the £omans ; and again from the wild north 
shaU the whole tide of Celtic war roH on the traitor Lowlsnda, 
as in the days of the great Montrose. When again you hear 
the voice of Dundee, my lords of Convention, — tremble!" 

He clasped on his headpiece and retired. As the jangle of 
lus sword and spurs descending the stone turnpike died away, 
a deep silence pervaded the dusky hall ; for the threats of 
this chivalric soldier, when united to tiieir foreknowledge of 
his daimtless courage, his unflinching loyalty, his loftiness of 
mind, and intense ferocity, threw a chill upon the more cold- 
blooded and calculating revolutionists. But soon the gallant 
blare of the trumpet, me stirring brattle of the brass kettle- 
drums, the clang of iron hoofs, and jingle of steel scabbai^ds 
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and chain bridles, awaking all the echoes of the great cathe- 
dral, and the hollow arcades of the dark Parliao^t-sanare, 
announced the march of the Life Guards — ^those sixty brave 
gentlemen who, of all his once numerous and fondly cherished 
army, now alone remained stanch to the hapless James. 

Dark looks were exchanged, and as the music grew faint, 
all «eemed to breathe more freely. Then the querulous voice 
of Lord Mersington was heard, and in the half-lighted hall, 
his dwarfish figure, clad in his senatorial robes, was dimly 
seen on the rostrum, and, as he addressed the Convention, 
iram the effect of his recent potations and over «x^rtion, he 
Bwayed on his heels like a stakie on a pivot. His speech was 
somewhat to the following purpose. 

"That for sae mickle as the vile and bloody papistical 
James, duke of Albany and York, having assumed the regal 
Boeptre without the oath required for due maintenance of re- 
ligion, and having altered the ancient constitution of the king- 
dom by ane exertion of tyrannous and arbitrary power, h^ 
forfeited all richt to the crown of Scotland, now and for ever ; 
that it be forthwith settled on the Stadtholder William, and 
Mary his spouse ; that there be made a list of grievances to 
be redressed, and a new act framit, anent witchcraft, papacy, 
prelacy, and ither abominations.'' 

The last echoes of the trumpets of Dimdee had died away 
under ti^e arch of the Netherbow Port, and the motions of 
Mersington were carried with universal approbation. " Thus," 
asys the audior of " Caledonia," " tiie revolution in England 
was conducted constitutionally by the Pw*liament; but in 
Scotland, unconstitutionally by the Convention. The English 
found a vacancy of the throne, the Scots made one ; the one 
{(rave and regaoding law, the oQieac vehement and disregard- 
mgit." 

i^ith a heaviness of heart, a deep and morbid sadness 
against which he struggled in vain, Walter rode down the 
gfce^ Leith Wynd. He was now a private trooper under 
Dundee, and leaving Lilian far behind him ; for he was going, 
he foresaw, to perish under the fallen banner of a desperate 
cause and ruined king ; but soon the clash of the cymbals, 
^tkB fonfaxe ci the tnunpets, the tramp of the stately horses, 
Uie high bearing of their gallant riders, and that innate lofti- 
ness of soul, wnich made Dunbarton aod Dundee rise supe- 
rior to their fortune, and seem to set fate at defiance, com- 
munieated a new ardour to his heart, and it soon beat respon- 
sive to the martial music, as the troop of cavaliers traversed 
the city's northern ridge, and ridiug by the Lcmg Gate 
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the morning snn rising afar off above the snow-dad Lammer- 
muir, gilding Preston Bay, the &r hills of Fife, and the 
shining waters of the dark olue Fortii. 

Dundee rode near Fenton, who finding, more than once, 
the dark and pensive eyes of this singxdarhr handsome soldier 
fixed upon him with somet^dng of mat K>redoomed expres- 
sion, indicative of his future fate and fame, he ventured to 
ask, " Whither go you, my lord P'* 

" Wherever vie shade of Montrose shall direct me," was 
the thoughtM and poetical reply. " Believe me, Mr. Fen- 
ton," he continued, after a pause, "imder whatever circum- 
stances, or however oppressed by fate, I wiU acquit myself 
before God, the world, and my own conscience. Yes ! he 
exclaimed, with flashing eyes, and striking his gloved hand 
upon his corsleted breast, "I will hazard life and limb, 
estate and title, name and fame, yes, I would peril even my 
salvation, were it possible, in the cause of mv honour and 
allegiance ; and if 1 cannot save the throne oi King James, 
at least I wiU not survive its fall — so the will of God be 
done!" 

There was something sublime in his aspect as he spoke ; 
his dark and lustrous eyes were fall of fire ; his face, the 
manly beauty of which few have equalled, and none sur- 
passed, was suf^ed with a warm glow, and the proud curl of 
his moustached lip, showed the high spirit of achievement 
that burned withm him. The soul of the «great Montrose 
seemed indeed to inspire him, and in such a moment all the 
darker and weaker points were forgotten. His ardour was 
communicated to Walter, whose heart l)eat fast as he 
exclaimed, — 

" Noble Dundee, to victory or the grave, to the field or the 
scaffold, I will follow thee, and in that hour when I fail in my 
duty or allegiance, may woe betide me, and dishonour blot 
my name ! " 

Dundee pressed his hand and replied, — 

" In the wilds of the pathless north, ten thousand clay- 
mores will flash from their scabbards at the call of Dundee. 
The loyal and gallant clans have not forgotten the glories of 
Alford, Inverlochy, and Auldem, when the standard of James 
Grahame, of Montrose, was never imfurled but to victory. 
A^ain, like him, will I lead them against this Dutch usurper, 
whom, in an evil hour, I saved from death upon the battle- 
field of Seneff. Yes, after he had fallen beneath the hoofs of 
Vaudemont's Eeitres, I saved his life at the risk of my own, 
and horsed him on my own good charger, when, could his 
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future ingratitude to me, and the usurpation of this hour 
have been foreseen, my petronel had blown his brains to the 
wind." 

" Ha ! what wants his grace of Gordon ?" said Dunbartou, 
as the flash of a cannon broke from the dark castle wall, and 
& puff of white smoke curled away on the clear morning air, 
while the echoes of the report reverberated like thunder 
among the black basaltic cliffs of the great fortress, past 
which they were riding. A little arched postern to the west- 
ward opened, and a soldier appeared, wavmg a white flag from 
the brow of the steep rock, wnich the turretted bastion over- 
hung. The troop halted, and their kettle-drums gave three 
ruflies in honour of the duke. 

" Taxrj for me, gentlemen comrades," said Claverhouse, 
" while I confer with * the cock of the north,* " and galloping 
to the base of the castle rock, he dismounted, and notwith- 
standing his steel harness, buff coat, and jack boats, clam- 
bered with great afi^iUty to the postern, where he held a con- 
ference with the dxSie of Gordon. 

What passed was never known ; but each is said to have 
needlessly exhorted the other to loyalty and truth. 

The multitude, who from a distance had watched the de- 
parture of the hated Dundee, fled back to the city, and 
reported to the lords of the convention, that " there was a 
coalition and general insurrection of the adherents of the 
bluid;^ Claver'^e," and thereupon a dreadM panic ensued. 
The city drums beat the point of war ; the duke of Hamilton 
and other revolutionists, who had for weeks past been secretly 
bringing great bands of their vassals into Edinburgh, where 
they were concealed in cellars and garrets, now rushed to 
arms, and the members of Convention, confined in their 
hall, were terrified and put to their wit's end by the uproar. 
Lord Mersington, it is related, exchanging his senatorial robe 
and wig, " for ane auld wife's mutch ana plaid," fled to his 
lodging, and appeared no more that day ; but their fears were 
causeless, for Dundee, and the devoted, cavahers who accom- 
panied hun in his chivalric but hopeless enterprise, were then 
passing the woods and morasses of Corstorphine, on their 
route to the land of the GaJcl. 

At a hand gallop they soon flanked the grey rocks and pine- 
covered summits of those beautiful hills, and the sequestered 
village lay before them, with the morning smoke curfing fi^om 
its moss-roofed cottages, its broad lake swollen by the melting 
snows, but calm as a mirror, save where the swan and dusky 
waterouzel squattered its shining surface ; the ancient kirk 
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peeped above a grove of venerable sycamores, and to the 
south stood the castle of the old hereditary Foresters of 
Corstorphine. 

" What castles are these on the right and left P" asked 
Dundee. ** I warrant Mr. Holster can tell ; he knows every- 
thing and everybody." 

" Yonder hold with the loch flowing almost to its gates, ib 
the house of the Lord Forester/' replSd the cavalier trooper, 
'* a leal man and true." 

" And that tall peel on the muirland to the north P" 

" The tower of Clermiston, my lord." 

" What ! the house of Sandal Clermont — ^um — a converted 
covenanter, and worshipper of the rising sun, eh P" 

" *Tia said his name is at the address sent by the turncoat 
councU to the Stadtholder," said Dunbarton. 

" Assure me of that," exclaimed Dundee, sharply reining 
up his horse, " and by all the devils, I will hang him from his 
Qwn bartizan, lord and baron though he be ! Halt, gentle- 
men, we will pa^ these lords a visit ; they, or their stewards, 
must pay us ndin^ money, for the king's service. My lord 
earl, and thirty or you gentlemen, will detour across to Cler- 
miston, while I will ride down to make my devoir to the 
Forester of these hills— forward, trot." 

The troop separated, and Walter somewhat unwillingly 
accompanied Lord Dunbarton, whose party galloped in single 
files along the muddy and rough bridle-road that led over tiie 
lea to the gate of the solita^ tower. They encircled the 
barbican wall, which was built partly on fragments of low 
rock, without being able to find entrance, me great gate 
being securely fastened, and the stillness of the phuse seemed 
to imply that it was uninhabited. A shriek, echoing through 
the vaulted recesses of the tower, rang out upon the clear 
morning air; a window was dashed open, and a female hand» 
white and bleeding, appeared, while a voice calling for aid 
made the blood of W alter Fenton rush back upon his heart. 

*' On, on, good sirs ! " he exclaimed, leaping from his horse ; 
" some work of hell is being enacted here T" and he rushed 
against the tower gate, making fruitless efforts to burst it 
open ; but they were as those of a child against the solid 
planks of the barrier. 

"Bv Mahoud's horns, Clermistonlee is at his old tricks 

Zin!" cried Jack Holster, leaping from his saddle, and un- 
ging his carbine. " He hath a lass in his meshes ; alight 
gallants sJl, or the fair fortress will be won by storm, while 
we dally in the trenches." 
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" Would to God I had a petard ! " exclaimed Walter ; " this 
*^te is like a wall." 

"Unsling your carbines, gentlemeii," said the earl of 
Ihmbarton. " A volley at the lock — give fire ! " 

Thirty carbines ponred their concentrated volley upon the 
gate ; it was torn to fragments, and an aperture formed which 
Admitted the troopers ; to creep througn, and rush on with 
hk drawn rapier, were to Walter a moment's work. By 
pulling the leathern latch of a long oak pin which secured 
the door of the tower, they procurS ingress, and rushed up 
the turnpike stair to the haU, at the very moment that Lilian 
was just sinking backwards, with her hands clasped in despair, 
while Lord Olermistonlee, enraged by her outcries, and the 
new and pressing danger, was endeavouring with ferocious 
violence to drag her into some place of conoeahnent. 

"False villam!" exclaimed Walter, springing upon him 
with his rapier. " I have a thousand insuUs to avence ; but 
this, and this, and this, rm>ay ^em all !" and he made three 
furious lunges at his rival, who escaped two by the interven- 
tion of Dunbarton, who vigoroush^ interposed ; but he re- 
oer^ed one severe wound in the left shoulaer. Infariated by 
the aight «f hi* ««m blood, and bein^ a man of great strenfftt 
and agihty, he grappled fiercely with Walter, breathlessly 
exclaiTning, in accents of rage — 

''Woe oetide thee, thou unhanged rascal! A sword! a 
sword ! lend me a sword, some one ! Juden ! Traitors, I am 
a lord of parliament, and dare ye slau^ter me under the 
rooftree of my own fortified house P This is hership and 
hamesucken with a vengeance! Death and concision, vil- 
lains ; recollect I am unarmed ! " 

" Lend him a sword, some of you," said Walter. 

" Oh, no, no ; spare him," moaned Lilian, who was sup- 
ported by the earl of Ihmbarton. 

"Base-bom runnion, and son of a dmighill!" exclauned 
Olermistonlee, with that intense ferocity and scorn which he 
<!Ould so easily assume at all times ; " an hourwill come when 

this insult shall be fearfally repaid " here the clenched 

hand of Walter struck him down. Staggering backward, 
making a futile attempt to recover himself, ms clutching 
hands tore away the veil that concealed the portrait already 
mentioned. The face it revealed instantly arrested the for- 
ward stride and menacing sword of Wsuter Fenton, who 
stood irresolute, trembleC and the sinking sword half fell 
from his relaxed hand, as he muttered — 

" What is this coming over my spirit nowf That face 
seexna like a vision from the grave to me ! " 
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" 'Tis the Lady Alison, my lard'^ late wife," said the shnU 
but Bnllen voioe of Beatrix. 

'' Pshaw !" rejoined Walter ; ** then my weakness is over. 
Give him a swor^ gentlemen. In fair stand-up fiffht I wiil 
meet liim here, witii ease of pistols, sword, and Sagger, or 
anything he plesaees.** 

" O part them, for the sake of merc^ !" implored Lilian. 

Juden oame in at that moment, dad in his steel bonnet and 
buff jack, and swaying an enormous partisan, was rushing 
upon Walter Fenton Eke a wild boar, when Holsterlee laia 
him flat with his clubbed carbine. The swooning of Lord 
Clermistonlee closed the brawl for the time ; loss of blood, 
over-drinking, and oyer-exeitement, had quite prostrated all 
his energies. Walter immediately sheathed his sword, and, 
kneeling down, was the first to tender assistance ; for " com- 
passion ever marks the brave." 

Clermistonlee was borne away to his own apartment by the 

gowling Juden, whose thick pate was little the worse of 
olsterlee's stroke ; and Lilian was now Walter's next and 
immediate care. 

The disorder and scantiness of her attire, the pallor and 
horror of her aspect, and her presence in such a place, had 
previously informed liirn of all, and no sooner were they in a 
more retired apartment, than, throwing herself into his arms, 
she wept bitterly. Meanwhile, the xmscrupulous cavaliers 
were ranging over the entire housebold, breaking open every 
press, cabinet, and gimel, with the butts and balls of theur 
carbines, in search of wine, vivses, or anything else that suited 
Uieir fancies. Juden kept always a full larder, and its con- 
tents fumished a sumptuous breiydast. Several whole cheeses, 
a cask of ale, and a thirty-gallon runlet or two of canary, 
were trundled into the hall ; and a hearty repast, with the 
usual military accompaniments of mirth and laughter, was 
enjoyed by the hungry troopers, whose appetites a night ^ent 
in their saddles, ana a ride in the keen air of a winter morn- 
ing, had sufficiently wbetted. 

Li a few minutes Lilian, with faltering accents, had in- 
formed Walter of ber abduction, of the bours of suffering she 
had endured, and her anxiety to return to Lady Grizel ; but, 
alas ! poor lolian knew not that perhaps her only relative had 
perished in the conflagration of her old ancestral home. 

Aware that Dundee meant to halt for an hour or so, to 
await despatches &om the earl of Baloarris and the ex-lord- 
advocate, Walter resolved without delay to accompany LUiaa 
to Edinburgh, and there convey her to some place of safety, 
ere he cast himself upon the world for ever ; for from that 
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hour lie was like a reed tossed upon the waves of misfortune. 
By the assistance of Jack Holster, he had Clermistonlee's 
favourite mare prepared for Lilian ; and, after refreshing her 
with a milk-posset made by the cynical Beatrix, they departed 
for the city at a Q^k trot : the {^in buff-coat, steel cap, and 
accoutrements otWalter, enabling him to pass for a Eoyalist 
or Eavolutionist, as occasion required. 

As soon as they began to converse, the pace of their horses 
was checked, and they proceeded slowly : forgetful of Claver- 
house and of his plec^ed word, Walter remembered only the 
presence of Lilian ; and their minds were so much absorbed 
m their mutual eirolanations and plans for the future, that 
thejr marked not the tardiness of their progression towards 
Edmburgh. 



CHAPTEE XLIX. 

LOVE AND FBINCIPLE. 

My promised husband and my dearest friend; 
Since heaven appoints this favoured race to reign, 
And blood has (£renched the Scottish fields in vain. 
May I be wretched and thy flight partake ? 
Or wilt not thou for thy loved Chloe*s sake. 
Tired out at length submit to ta,te*s decree. 

TlCKKLL. 

" And this is the fate to which you have dedicated yourself?" 
said Lilian, weeping ; ** to become a follower of that fierce 
Dundee in the desperate course on which he is about to fling 
himself. Oh, Walter Fenton, this is the very folly of enthu- 
siasm. Too surely can we see that the hand of fate is against 
the house of Stuart." 

" Lilian," replied her lover, with mournful surprise, " the 
daughter of an old cavalier house should have other thoughts 
than these. Eemember, dear Lilian, there is not in Europe 
a royal race for which so many of the ffood and the gaUant, 
the brave and the loyal have from the loushten field and the 
reeking scafibld given up their souls to &od. Let no man 
judge harshly of mose whose splendour is dimmed for a time ; 
for the hour shall come when m the full zenith of their pride 
and power, the old line of our Scottish kings " 

** Tis all a dream, Walter. The entire nations are against 
them. I feel a presentiment that they and their followers are 
doomed to wither and perish like brands in the burning." 
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** My faith ! art tumine preacher, lassie P" 

" Oh, what a prospect for thee, Walter ! " 

" The world is all before me ; and I can always preserve 
my honour, my heart, and m^ sword. But thou, Lilian " 

" Am beside thee, dear Walter," said she, with touching 
artlessness ; " and is not happiness better than honour?" 

" True, Irue," replied the young man, while he kissed her 
hand, and his eyes filled with tenderness. ** Ah, Lilian, it is 
the thought that I am leaving you, perhaps for ever, that alone 
unnerves me for the deadly venture in which we are about to 
engage. Hopeless though the cause of James may be, we 
have sworn not to survive it ; and, come weal or woe, we will 
unftirl his standard on the northern hills, and if it waves not 
over us in victory, it shall never do so in defeat or dishonour ; 
for to the last man we will perish on the sod beneath it. 
Your memory alone will make me sad — ^but am I singular P 
How many of these my brave companions have gentle ones to 
leave, mothers who bless, and sisters who love them, while I 
am alone. Save thee, there is nothing that binds me to this 
world. What of it is mine F The six feet that shall make 
my grave ! " 

" O ! most ungrateful Walter," said Lilian, in a low voice 
of contoion and tenderness ; '* is not all that I have youre» 
manor and lands P are not these possessions ample P Ureedy 

fled," she added, smiling ; " what better tocher would you 
aveP" 

" Lilian," sighed Walter, in a thick voice, as he pressed her 
hand to his heart, " it may not be, dearest — ^yet awhile, at 
least." 

The blushing girl gave him a timid and startled glance of 
inquiry. 

" I am solemnly pledged to Dundee." 

" Cruel Claverhouse ! has he more charms for you than I 
have?" 

** You know that my heart is Ml of you, Lilian ; but there 
is also room for ambition in it. I cannot hve ignobly and 
obscure; as such I would be unworthy to possess you. I 
would feel myself a nameless intruder under the rooflree of 
your crested ancestors, whose armorial blazons on every panel 
and window-pane, would shame my meaner birth, and put me 
to the blush. ' 

** Ungrateful ! after all I have urged and said. 'Tis a 
dream, Walter, a mere dream, but one that will make the 
world dark — oh ! very dark to me." 

" *Tis very true ; t am choosing the path of proscription. 
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danger, and death ; but the fortune of war may better the 
prospects of my faction^'* 

*' After years of separation^ perhaps." 

" With happiness m prof^ct, they would soon pass, dear 
Lilian." 

" Oh» tibis wicked Clayarhouse ! he hath quite cast a glamour 
orer you. How can you talk so calmly of years of separation P 
What may not be lost in that time F" 

*' My me on the fidLd, or scaffold, perhans." 

" Your life is mine, Walter; it was pledged to me. Have 
Tou forgot tha 20th of September, and the hour by the 
finmtaiiiP" 

" Deamst girl* how could I eyer forget itP 'Tis ixue, Lilian, 
that we are in the yeiy flower of our days ; the bloom of our 
youi^ and ezistenise is at its fuE; loye, t^demess, beauty, 
and susceptibility, all glow within our heads.*' 

" Aad wfll not the roU of yean make them didU dimmirii 
their force, and cool their ^sr^ourP Oh, hearens ! I am quite 
Tnailring loye to you," said LiHan, blushing crimson; "but 
dancer and the ruk of losing you haye endued me with great 
bol(mess." 

" But time will neyer (iiminish the loye I bear thee, Lilian ; 
and i^e memory of Ihis hour's bitter struggle— this conflict 
between a loye that is irresistible and rai^ strong ties of 
honour, that bind me to the banner of Dundee, will haunt me 
to my graye ! " Tears started into his eyes. 

A si&nce ensued. Poor Lilian had nothing more to urge ; 
and despite of all her gentleness, felt both intensely grieyed 
and mortified, if not quite piqued, at Walter, whose heart 
was wrunff by an a^ny too aoute for words. As they rode 
past the thick woodlands that shelter the yenerable church of 
St. Cuthbert, they heard a shrill but cracked yoice chanting 
dowly,— 

" I like ane owl in d^sart am, &c." 

" By Joye ! 'tis the yillain who slew poor Joram," exclaimed 
Walter, drawing a piatol &om his holsters ; but the yoices of 
two other persons finishing the verse, arrested him. "Astonish- 
ment ! 'tis the yoice of !Fmland ! " said Walter, as he spurred 
his horse dose to a fauld djke, on the other side of wluch he 
saw — ^whatP Annie Laune, and his old friend and brother 
oayalier, Finland, on their knees, beside Mr. Idiabod Bummel, 
chanting a psalm in most dolorous accents. 

" By all the deyils ! " said Walter, almost bursting with 
laughter ; " 'tis the age of miracles tins ! What, ho fDick 
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Douglas and Mistress Anne Laurie, singing hymns among 
tlie heather, like two tme larerocks of the persecuted kirk." 

" Woe nnto thee, thoa tzoobler <^1he just in spirit ! " cried 
Mr. Ichabod, imsheathing his broadsword. " I have plucked 
the youth and tibie maiden like brands from the fire which is 
&ted to consume all soch unrepentant persecutors of Israel 
as thee.*' 

" I have seen a new light," said Finland, giving Walter a 
slj wink of deep meaning. 

** And so have J," added Mistress Laurie, demurely : <' and 
command thee, Walter Fenton, Hiou man of sin, to treat this 
holy expounder of the Grospel with becoming rererence." 

"Annie— oh, Annie!" cried Lilian, as me boldly leaped 
the mare over the fiiuld dyke, and threw herself into the arms 
of her Mend. 

" My service to you, Mr. Ichabod," said Walter, bowing to 
the rawboned preadier ; but quite unable to unriddle the mys- 
tery of tiiis rencounter, he whispered to flnland (while me 
slayer of Joram was engaged with Lilian), " What the devil 
does all this mean, Dick ! " 

" Learn in a few words," replied Finland, who was in as 
miserable a plight as dust, smoke, and a hundred bruises 
could make him. " Annie and I had a most miraculous escape 
amid the horrors of last ni^ht. I will tell you of it anon, — 
'twas quite a devil of a business. As for me, I am well used 
to such camisadoes, having been blown up at Namur, and 
twice nearly drowned in the Zuiderzluys ; out how my ador- 
able Annie escaped. Heaven, who saved her, can only know. 
We were in the hands of the most villancus mob the world 
ever saw ; they were about to bans me from the arm of the 
Girth-cross ; and Annie— oh ! my blood bubbles like boiling- 
water when I think of what they intended for her ; when this 
leathern-jawed apostle, who, with aU his psalm-singing and 
whiggery', hath some good points of honesty about him, 
brought us off, sword in hand ; we bundled out of the city, 
without blast of trumpet ; and here we are. As a gentleman of 
cavalier principles," said flnland, colouring, " you may marvel 
that I would condescend to chant a psalm like a mere clown 
or canting herdsman.; but as we are utterly at the mercy of 
tiiis Icl^abod Mummel or Bummel, I had no choice. He needs 
must ^tush ! you know the musty old saw." 

" It is enougn, maiden," said the preacher, replying to 
something LUian had said, and taking, with an air of real 
kindness, the little hand of the shrinking girl within his own 
great bony paw, " I know thee to be the kinswoman of that 
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godly matron, Gxizel Napier, who, though wedded to as cruel 
a persecutor as ever bestrode a war-horse— -yea, and though 
leavened in their wickedness withal, shelterea me in the days 
of my exceeding tribulation, when there was a flaming sword 
over Israel, and when, as a humble instrument in the cause 
of that great saviour of the kirk (whose coming I foretold in 
my Bombshell, whilk hath not yet the luck to be printed), I 
came from Holland to this land of anarchy, and had nowhere 
to lay my head. She clothed and sheltered me, for the sake 
of that loved kinsman who is now no more, slain by some 
accursed persecutor, whom I would smite — ^yea, maiden, bo^ 
hip and thigh, if I had him within reach of this good old 
whinger, that so oft hath avenged the fall of our martyrs ! " 

Walter instinctively grasped nis sword, startled by the stem 
energy of the preacher, who continued — 

" It is enough, maiden — ^with me ye are safe, and to a place 
of peace I wifl conduct you and your friend ; but for these 
two sons of the scarlet woman — ^these slaves of Jezebel, who 
have been nursled in the blood of our saints and martyrs, and 
in whom it grieves me to think ye have garnered up your 
hearts, I may not, and cannot, with a safe conscience, protect 
them. Let them depart from me in peace ; let them foUow 
him who, ere long, will be called to a severe account for all 
his dark misdeeds — John Grahame of Claverhouse." 

" 'Tis sound advice, Mr. Bummel," said Walter, tightening 
his reins, and drawing off his glove. "By Heaven! I had 
quite forgotten ; he w2l have crossed the Forth by this time, 
and it wul require some exertion of horseflesh to rescue my 
honour. Finland, we must go. Mount Lilian's horse. 
Lilian," he added, in a low and tremulous voice, " farewell 
now ; commend me to Lady Grizel, and bid her bless me ; 
farewell, Lilian — ^we must part at last ; " and stooping from 
his horse, he gently pressed her to his steel-cased breast, and 
kissed her. 

" Oh ! Walter, remain — remain," murmured Lilian. 

" It cannot be — ^it is impossible now ; I am pledged to 
Grahame of Claverhouse." And afraid to trust himself longer 
within hearing of her soft entreaties, lest love might over- 
come the stem principles of loyalty in which he had schooled 
himself, he leaped his horse over the fauld dyke ; and while 
he felt as if ms very heart was torn by the agony of that 
separation, he dashed along the road to the west, leaving 
Finland to follow as he chose. 

With a mind overcharged by sad and bitter thoughts, 
Walter galloped madly on, retracing the way he had come 
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with Lilian ; Ids mind seemed a very whirlpool, and the events 
of the last twenty-four hours a dream. A steep old bridge, 
which the roadway ch)ssed near the ancient manor of Sauch* 
toun, was rin^g beneath his horse's heels, when a distant 
49hout made him rein up. 

*' Hollo ! " cried Einland, as he came after him breathlessly 
on the -panting mare ; " what the deyil—jart gone mad, Wal- 
ter ^ Oh this tormenting love — ^ha ! h^l" 

** I envy this happy flow of spirits, Finland ! " 

" Then you envy me the possession of all that fate hath 
left me in this bad world. This devilish commotion hath 
<K>nflscated my free barony of Finland, and torn mv arms at 
the CT0B8 ; still I am more gay than thee, who hatn nothing 
to lose." 

" And after parting with one you love," continued Walter, 
Almost piqued by his friend's bghtness of heart : " parting, 
perhams for ever " 

** Tush, man — I am used to such partings. I have had 
many a love that w^s true while it lasted ; but none like thie 
passion I bear my dear Annie. My first flame was a blue- 
^ed demoiselle of the Low Countries (her mother was a 
j^uriste in Ghent). I thought I loved her very much ; but 
somehow at Bribes, Mons, and Bergen-op-Zoom, *twas ever 
the same ; I always left some one with a heavy heart ; and 
cursed the gin^rate, when in tiie cold foggy mornings it rang 
through the dark muddy streets, waking the storKS on the 
high roofs above, and the drowsy boors m their beds below. 
Iknow that the wheels of fate and fortune are ever turning ; 
some points may, and others must, come round to their firat 
starting-place, so I always live in hope. I was ve^ sad in 
Ohent when our drums beat along the street of St. Michael, 
And I bade adieu to my fair one, coming away, I remember, 
by the window instead of the door." 

" How— why ? " 

" I don't know, man," laughed Douglas : " but so we often 
left our billets in F:rench Flanders, fiut I assure thee, lad, 
that under all this gaiety fay heart is as heavy as thine ; for 
I vow to thee, that the recollection of Annie, with her be- 
seeching blue eyes, her dark clustering hair aad pallid cheek, 
the touching cadence of her voice, and the words she said to 
me, are imprinted on my heart as if the hand of Heaven had 
written them there. By the bye, I have composed a famous 
ioug about her." x 

" A song ! " 

" Music and alL I wrote it on the night we were about to 

II. 2 b 



3fO THZ SCOTTISH CATAUBB. 

sack tlie old house of Bnmtisfield, in selKrch of yonder spindfe- 
shmiked appstle. Ah ! if- in my absence Oraigdarroch should 
dare— but ho ! yonder are some of oar friends halted under a 
tree upon that grassy knowe." 

"There is something odd being acted there. Does not 
yonder white feather ware in the steel bonnet of Dundee P " 

** He is permitting some &lse Whig to sing his last psalm 
under the convenient branch where he is doomed to feed ihe 
corbies. Dundee is yery kind in that way sometimes." 

Becrossing the stream called the Leith, they rode towards 
a knoll Ihat rose amid the marshy ground near the castle- 
loch of Corstorphine. There a dozen of the cavalier troopers 
wete dismounted, and leaning on their swords or carbmes, 
were holding their bridles in a cluster round Dundee, who 
was still on horseback, and in the act of addressing a dis- 
anned prisoner, in whom with surprise and sorrow they 
recognized the young laird of Holsterlee. 

Cool and collected, with folded arms, he £rmly encoun- 
tered the large dark eyes of Dundee, ^vdiich were fixed with 
«tem scrutiny upon hmi. The group of his comrades sur- 
veyed him with canoes of minglS scorn and jnty. 

*' Holsterlee ! said the viscount, who held in one hand a 
loQg Soots pistol, in the other a letter ; ** how little could I 
<Mice have suspected that you, the best cavalier of ihe king's 
life-guard, and one in whose loyalty and high spirit I trusted 
sopnuch, would stoop to this dishonour ! The attempt simplv 
of deserting to t£^e service with this vile usurper, thougb 
bad enough in itself, is as nothing compared to the treachery 
which this stray letter has reveaj&d. Fool and villain ! thou 
knowest that I am the last hope of the king's cause in Scot- 
land, and that if I fall it will be buried in my grave ; and yet 
thou art in league wiidi this accursed Convention to destroy 
me ! A thousand ^English guineas for my head, thou villanons 
scape-the-gallows and companion of grooms and horseboys, 
who hast squandered away a fair repute and noble patrimony 
among rakcnielly gamesters and women of pleasure, dost thou 
value the head of a Scottish peer £t a sum so trifling P hah !*' 
He uttered a bitter laugh. "What," he resumed^ "nast thou 
to urge, that I should not hang thee from the branch of tiiis 
beech-tree P " 

" Thai I am a gentleman," replied Holsterlee boldly ; '^ a 
lesser baron of bk)od and coat-armour by twelve descents, 
and should not die the death of a peasant churl or faulty 
hound." 

" Sig^t ! " exclaimed Dundee, whose dark and temble eyes 
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began to fill with their dusky fire. " A gentleman should die 
bv the hand of another, for every punishment is disgraceful. 
IJeath is the only relief from the consciousness of crime. 
Thou shalt have the honour of pezishing by the hand of the 
first cavalier in Scotland. Thus shalt thou die — ^now God 
receive thy soul ! ** and poinlang upward witli his bridle-hand, 
he levelled the pistol and fired. The ball passed through the 
brain of HoLstcoiee, and flattened against ilie plastered wall 
of a neighbouring tsottage. TSob h^j sank prostrate on the 
turf, quivered for a moment, and Hiea lay still and stifiemng, 
with upturned eyes and relaxed jaws. 

This act, which was the most terrible episode in the lilb of 
the stem Dundee, threw a chill on the hearts of his com- 
rades ; but he did not permit them to remain ^aEing on tfaie 
lifeless remains of one who had ridden so long m th^ nEalcf , 
and who was the gayest feUow iluit ever craoked « jest, 
shuffled a card, or handed a coquette through the staJbet^ 
cotillon or joyous couranto. 

" Our nags are somewhat breathed softer tke hot dbase he 
gave us, gentlemen," said Dundee, ddiberatehr reloadiag his 
pistol, ana endeavouring under an aspect of exi^iiai ecoi- 
posure to conceal the immediate sorrow, remorse, and an^er 
that .too surely preyed upon his heart. "To horse! sling 
carbines — ^forward— larot !" and away they rode in silene^ 
leaving the cold remains of the dead man lying on tiie grasi^ 
sward, with his blood-dabbled looks waving in the mOTnias 
wind, while the gleds and ravens wheeled am croaked arounS 
lum with impatience. 

But he felt not the one, and heard not the other. 

He was stripped by the cottagers, and as his dress was re- 
markably rich, to prevent further inquiry they xnterved him 
where he lay between the bare beeoh4ree and ijne old cottage 
walL* 

* On leuKiviii g the walls of -an c3d cottage neitr l^jmecastle, a mile -west- 
'WBCd ofBdiiilnBgii, in 1843, tfae remains of a skeleton were fouad Innied ckirie 
iiy i tke skull had bem pieiced liy a boUat. In the ptastoed wan of ae«di- 
fice a ban was ftrand flattened against the stone. — JFdin. Adoert.t AjhH 18, 1843. 
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CHAPTEE L. 

4 THB PASS OF EILLYCBANEIB. 

Heard ye not I heard ye not ! how that whirlwind the Oaei» 
Through Lochaher swept down from Lochness to Lochia— 
And the Campbells to meet them in battle airay, 
Ki Came on like the billow, add broke like its sprayl 

Long, long shall our war-song exult in that day ! 

Ian Lom, op Kbppoch. 

Thb revolution miglit be said to be now frilly achieyed ; 
save Dundee, Balcams, and a few of their followers, all had 
submitted to the new sovereign whom these two nobles wotdd 
rather have slain than acknowledged. Dundee had been re- 
quired by a tromnet to return to the Convention ; he treated 
me summons witn scorn, and after cutting his way through 
a partv sent to intercept him, reached the Highlands a 
proscribed iu^tive, branded as an outlaw and traitor, and 
sti^atized with every epithet that i^resbyterian rancour, 
heightened bv the rememorance of his former military ex- 
cesses, could neapupon him. 

Colm, earl of JBalcarris, the high treasurer, was captured 
and thrown into a dungeon. The weak and servile Melville, 
the crafty and fanatical Stair (the Scottish Talleyrand), and 
the not less crafty duke of Hamilton, were now at the head 
of the government, and these, though all staunch Presby- 
terians were by the king united m council with a few of the 
Mgh-church nobles, an intermixture which inflamed the 
ammosities of both parties, and sowed the seeds of hatred, 
discord, and confusion. 

With his troop of faithful cavaliers, Dundee continpied to 
wander from place to place in the Highlands untU the begin- 
ning of May, 1689, when he appeared at the head of about 
two thousand clansmen led by Sir Donald Macdonald, the 
ehiefs of Glengarry, Maclean, Locheil, and Glanronald — all 
names which shall ever be associated with the purest ideas of 
chivalry, generosity, and valour. He had only about one 
hundred and twenty horse, but thevwere composed entirely 
of gentlemen, and were commanded by a Sir William Wallace, 
a brave cavalier ; Walter Fenton was his comet, and carried 
the standard. 

Lieutenant-General Hugh Mackay, of Scoury, now com- 
mander-in-chief of the Scottish forces, colonel-commandant 
of the Scottish brigade, and privy councillor of Scotland^ 
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marched against liim at the head of nearly five thousand foot^ 
and with two regiments of cavalry. Neither the fall of 
Edinburgh Castle (which Sir John Lanier demolished), nor 
the disappointment of assistance from Ireland which James 
had promised him, could damp the ardour of the brave 
Dundee. Deficiency of provisions had compelled him to 
shift his quarters frequently, and Ids devoted followers had 
endured the most severe privations ; but under these they 
disdained to complain, when they knew that Dundee shared 
them all. Like Montrose, he was eminently calculated for a 
Highland leader. Li his buff coat and headpiece he marched 
on foot, now by the side of one clan, and anon by the ranks 
of another, aadressing the soldiers in their native Guelic, 
flattering their long genealogies, and animating the fierce 
rivalry of clanship by reciting the deeds of their forefathers, 
and tne sonorous verses of their ancient bards. 

'* It has ever been my maxim, Mr. Fenton," said he to our 
friend on one occasion, " that no general should command aa 
irregular army in the field without becoming acquainted with 
every man under his baton." 

On the 17th June, 1689, he marched to the Pass of Killy* 
crankie, where one of the most decisive battles in Scottish 
history was bravely fought and fruitlessly won. Dawn wag 
brightening on the hills of Athole ; and W alter, who, quite 
ezlmusted oy a long series of hardships, cold, starvation, and 
a pistol-shot wound, was sleeping under Ids horse's legs, was 
aroused by the sonorous and guttural cry of a sentinel, who 
screamed out in Gaelic^ 

" Hoigh, Mhic Alastair Mhor ! Hark to the war-drum of 
the Saxon !" 

It was the morning of a battle ! Walter's first thought was 
of Lilian ; his second of the prospects of victory. 'Hie dear 
image of Lilian made him rise superior to Ids fortune. Since 
they had so abruptly separated, he had never heard from her ; 
and it was now many months. How long the time seemed 1 
Amid his dreamy musings, the gentle expression of her face 
often came gowerftdly to his recollection, with all the vigour 
of a deeply impressed vision ; and recollection summoneof the 
tones of ner sweet voice to his heart like tiie memory of some 
old familiar air, and all the gushing tenderness of his soul was 
awakened. But with these remembrances too often came 
bitterness aud despair, and heMssedwith all a lover's fervour 
itie scarf her hands had wrought him. Gleams of memory, 
and vivid visions of happiness, which he foresaw too surely 
oonld never be realized, made Ids heart swell alternately with 
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tteder Teadleetioiis and joyous ontieipetions, that died swKf- 
%o leatve liim Jiopeless and deispamnfir. Now they were on tlie 
brink oi a batue wliich Walter welcomed witib axudons joy, 
ior it would be not less dedsiTe as to the issue of hia lova, 
tina for the fortune of James and tJw fate of the Britisk 
ptopie. 

. Ji was. a glorious morning in June -, tiie purple snmmsr 
hftiier, ike long yeUow Inroom, the wild bnar and honey- 
teflUe, iiiat eiambcred among the basaltio cliffir, loaded %h& 
mrinih a rieh perfume ; while, through the savage and sto- 
pBo^ooB gorge m Kill^erankie, the rising sun poured a flood 
«f tpMoL lustre, bringing torvnxd in strong light the wooded 
asdiTitiea of those subhme hills, that hMsre up to heayen 
Aflir scsored and wooded sides^ inTolying in dark shadow the 
deep rooky chasms, tJurooeh which the foaming Garry rushes 
to mingle its waters wiuL the rapid Tummel — chasms so 
pnofoQim, and hidden by the oyerhanging foliage, that the 
loor only of the unseen water was heard, awakening the 
echoes of the dewy woods and shining rocks. 

Nothing in nature can surpass the wild grandeur and im* 
posing sn&limity of this moontain gorge, the firowning terrors 
oi w&Mik, in aner yeais» bo impressed a brigade of Hessifliis 
in the last of o«r l^ttish wars, that thejr remsed to penetrate 
what appeared to them to be the end of the habitable world. 
Sb^e the'vnountain torrrait foaming down &om the lofty hiUs, 
appeaxittff cme moment to hurl its spray against the shining 
lodra^ aauoL urge masses of earth and stones along with it, and 
disappearing the next, as it plunged into the bosky wood* 
hmdsk^-^ was still as death in that Highland sditude, when, 
in steadiness and order, Dundee drew up his little host at its 
northenk yerge, admirably posted on well-chosen ground, two 
miles firom 3ie mouth of the pass; the only road to his 
posilaon bem^ the ancient pathway that wound along the £Biee 
qf the precipitous cliffs, where the least false st^ threatened 
instant destruetioii even to the most wary passenger. 

Dundee's band— lor it was indeed no more, though named 
aa aemy — ^was only two thousand strong, and composed of 
yariotts iitile parties, which were the nudeus of the corps he 
expeeted yet to foam. On the right was the soudisoMt 
regiment of Sir John Maedonald ; a small body of the clans, 
under the illustrious chiefs of Locheil, Glengarry, and Claii- 
ronald, the Atholemen under Ballechin, Wallace's troop of 
l^rse, and a corps of three hundred half-clad aud miserably 
accoutred Iridmien, composed the main body. Dundee's old 
liToop, in which rode the Earl of Dunbarton, his officers, and 



THB SCOTTISH CAVALIBS. 37& 

several Higliknd gentlemen, formed' tlie reserve of cavalry. 
The Highlanders, arrayed each in the piotoresqne tartan of 
their native tribes, were formed in dose ranks, with their 
filleadhbegs bdted about them; their brass-studded targets, 
kmg da^rmores, ponderous poleaxes, and long-barrelled 
Spanish rifles, shining in tiie rays of the meridian sun. 

The brandishing <n weapons and dan-standards, and the 
fierce notes of war and deflianoe, as the various pibrochs rang 
amon^ the echoing hills, announced that the troops of Mackay 
were m sight. And now the brave and anc^ous JDundee, dad 
in his ridi scarlet uniform, with the tall plumes waving on his 
polished headpiece, his flne features full of animation, and his 
nlaok eyes altematdy douded by anxiety^ or flashing with 
vaibur and energy, — galloped from clan to dan, inspiring 
them by every exertion of graceful gesture and military elo- 
quenee to add that day to tihe fame of ihexr forefathers. 

The murmuring bum which, from afar ofi*, announced the 
drams oi Mackay, grew more and more palpable, and in- 
creased until the hoarse and sharp reverberatiQns of the mar- 
tiai music rang between the steep impending roeks of the 
long mountain pass through which the foe was penetrating. 
Anon the Scottish standanis, the red Bon with the silver 
cross, and one witli that of St» George (borne by Hastings' 
regiment), and the yellow banners of the Seots brigade, ap- 
pcnred at intervals of time, and weapons were seen fl«Alting 
tharafogb the opefloingB c^ ^ duasmea rocks aaid sable woods 
of drooping pme. 

The di^ had passed skwly in anxious ^roeotation : it was 
evening now, and l^e sun nad verged to the northwest, but 
from TOtween gathered masses of aa&aa cikxids streams of 
damBbng light were radiating ; and the setting rays, as they 
poured askmt on the mountam sides, made the deep pass seem 
darker as it receded beyond them. The rattle oi the dnuns, 
and tile blare of trumpet and bugle, the dank of bandoliers 
and tread of feet, rang with a thonsand reverberations betwe^x 
the brows of th^ tremendous gonre, as the army of Mackay 
, debouched from its windings, aiKl &rmed successive battalions 
on the little level plain or hollow, above which the flerce and 
impatient Highlanders, " like greyhounds in the slips strain* 
ing upon the start,'* were formed in array of battle. Un- 
dauntedly they surveyed the measured steadiness and pre- 
ouaion of the liowland soldiers, whose silken standards fluttered 
gaily above their moving masses of polished steel caps, their 
screwed bayonets, and Emg pikes, tnat were ever flashing in 
the setting sun. 
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Sir James Hasting' English regiment, and those of Leven 
and Mackay belongmg to Scotland, were arrayed in that 
bright scarlet which was to become so famous in roture wars ; 
but the battalions of Balfour, Ramsay, and Kenmore, wore 
the black iron caps, the scarlet hose, and yellow coats of the 
Scotch-Dutch br^ade. The cavalry corps of the Marquis of 
Annandale and the Lord Belhaven wore coats of sj^tless buff 
and caps of polished steel. Their numbers, discipline, and 
order would have stricken with dismay any other volunteers 
than the Highlanders, whose hearts had never known fear, 
and who had long been accustomed to rout both horse and 
foot with equal speed and success. As the practised eye of 
Mackay reconnoitered the position of Dundee, he pointed to 
ihe cliui, and said to young Cameron of Locheil, who rode 
near him*— 

" Behold your father and his wild savages ; how would you 
like to be with him r 

"It matters little," replied the young man haughtily; 
** but I recommend you to be prepared, or my &ther and his 
' wild savages * before night may be nearer you than you 
would wist" 

The reports of a slight skirmish between the right wiae of 
the Highlanders and Mackay's left, made the hearts of all 
beat quicker; and in the interval, Dundee exchanged his 
scarlet coat for one of buff, richly laced with silver ; and over 
it he tied a scarf of green, which the Highlanders considered 
ominous of evil. lieaping on horseback, he galloped to the 
front, and a shout of impatience burst from the Highland 
ranks. 

It was now eight o'clock, and the sun was dipping behind 
the hills, when a simultaneous volley ran £rom nank to flank 
along Mackay's line; and while the roar of the musketiy 
rang from peak to peak, and rebellowed along the sky and 
among the hills like tnunder, with a thousand e^oes, Dundee 
gave the order to charge ; and in deep silence, and like a 
cloud of battle, the race of old Selma came down ! 

Eeserving their fire imtil within a pike's length of Xing^ 
Wilham's troops, the Highlanders poured upon them a deadly 
volley ; and throwing down their muskets, drew their clay- 
mores, and, under cover of the smoke, charged with ihe fury 
of an avalanche, striking up the levelled bayonets with their 
studded targets, and hewing down with sword and axe, routed 
the Lowland soldiery in a moment. 

The brave Maclean cut the left wing to pieces ; while Has- 
tings' Englishmen, on the right, had equal fortune from the 
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Oamerons and Macdonalds. Donbarton, at the head of six- 
teen mounted cavaliers, actually routed the whole artillery, 
and seized the cannon ; while, led by Finland, the remaindier 
of the troop broke among the dense and recoiling mass of 
Mackay's regiment, nding through it as easily as through a 
field of rye. King WiUmm's Dutch standard was captured 
by Walter Eenton, who, after a short conflict, droye his 
sword through the corslet of the bearer, and, spuming him 
with his foot and stirrup, bore off the trophy. 

Meanwhile Finland encountered a mounted cavalier, and 
had exchanged blows before he recognised Craigdarroch, his 
rival, in the leader of Annandale*s Horse, whom his brave 
little band had now assailed, and with whom they were main* 
taining a deq>erate and unequal combat of one to five. 

" Surrender, Finland ! " said Fer^sson, haughtily. 

*^ Have at thee, rebel ! " cried his adversary, and by one 
blow struck his rapier to pieces. His sword was raised to 
cut down the now defenceless trooper, and end their rivalry 
for ever, but, animated by chivahic generosity, he spared him, 
and pressed further on the broken ranks of the enemy. 

Carrying aloft the Dutch banner, Walter Fenton rode 
towards X^dee, who was applauding Sir Evan Cameron of 
Locheil, and urging his clan yet further to advance. Dundee 
(whose panting horse was in the act of stooping to drink of a 
mountam runnel), with his eyes of fire turned to the disordered 
masses of Mackay, was brandishing his sword towards them, 
when a random bullet pierced his bufi* coat above the corslet, 
and buried itself in his shoulder under the left arm. 

The sword dro])ped from his hand ; a deadly pallor over- 
spread his beautiful features ; he reeled in his saddle, and 
would have fallen, but Walter supported him, and held before 
his ^es ike yellow standard of the Stadtholder. 

" JXow, God be thanked, they fly ! " said he, in a voice 
which showed how intense were tne torments he endured ; 
" you are a brave lad, Fenton — the dyinff hour of Claver'se is 
at hand, but he wHl not forget you. Meet me at the house 
of IJmffd in an hour, if all goes well and I survive till then. 
Make my dutiful service to tne noble Lord Dunbarton, and 
desire him to assume the command. Adieu ; '* and placing 
his hand on the orifice to staunch the blood, he rode over the 
field at a rapid trot. 

In a mass of disorder, horse and foot, musketeers, pikemen, 
and cavalry, the soldiers of Mackay were driven like a flock 
of frightened sheep down the narrow pass, while the fierce 
clansmen, swaying with both hands axe and claymore, *' cut 
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down," says an old author, many of Maekay's officers and 
soldiers^ "throogh. skoll and neck to the very breast ; others 
had their slmlls cat off above th^ ears hke nightcaps ; some 
had tfauDir bodies and crossbelts cat tfarpogh at one blow ; 
jpikea and swords w^*e cat like willows, and whoever doubts 
this mar oonsolt the witnesses of the tragedy." l^iaoks to 
tJM skill o£ Ihmdee and the valour of the HighTaTiders, never 
mm a mote decisive victory won. Mackay lost his tents, 
baggage, artillery, provisions, and his standards ; he had two 
^loosand men sibun and five hundred taken prisoners. Such 
-was the baiitle of KiUycrankie, or Sifm SuaradA, as it is still 
named by the peasantry, who attribute the ultimately fatal 
efiSeets of the victory to the ciroumstanoe of Dundee wearing 
^ee^i, a colour still esteemed ominous to his simame. A rude 
obelisk of rough stone still marks the place "vdiere the death- 
ahot struck lum, and is pointed out by the mountaineers with 
reraeet and regret as the Tombh Claverse. 

The grief and consternation that spread through the High- 
land ranks on the fall of their beloved leader becoming known, 
prevented the pursuit b^g followed with sufficient vigour, 
otherwise few would ever iSive reached the southern mouth 
of thai terrible pass. 

« Dundee ham assuredly been slain," said General Mackay, 
as he brei^ed his sinkinj^ charger at the other extremity of 
XiUycrankie, two miles irom the field. " I am o<mvinoed of 
ii : oihefwise we would not have be^i permitted to retireat 
thus ffff unmolested." 



CHAPTEE LI. 

THB LAST HOUB OF BTrNDBE. 

Qh last and best of Scots I who did'st nuayit^rt 
Thy country's freedom firom a foreign reign j 
N^ people fill the land, now thon art g<»ie. 
Mew gods the temples, aod new kings the throne ! 

AaCBXBALD PiTCAIJSN. 

Now the battie was over, and the fury of the conflict with 
the fierce energies it excited had passed away together. In 
that narrow gauge lay more than two thousand slain; and 
the broad round moon, as its shining circle rose above the 
dark ridge of the far-off mountains, poured its cold lustre on 
the distorted visages of the writhin g w ounded, and more 
ghastly lineaments of the pallid dead. While the Highland^ra 
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were pfamdenag tkebagnge, and eaioiifliiig oa the pforiakma 
of Mjukaj (w£o wiB viok letveatmg to Stiriiiif), Walter 
FentoQ rode to ihe hoiue of Umrd, and Ttsjpaind to tl^ 
presence of his leader. 

Within a little wamaeotted apartment, lifted by four ]oog 
candles, that flared in a bisaen brandi, stretched upon a low 
canomed bed W the great and iternhle Ihmdee. On has 
proud heart oi neroe iaqpolaea and high ai^iirationB, the hand 
of the grim monarch was now laid smrehr and heavily. His 
fine featarea were aharpeiLedy pale and gnasUy, by itt;ony and 
a]jproachin^ death. He breathed slowly. His ]id^iXBOii:& 
wig was hud aside, and his own raven liair, whidi f<nrmed a 
strong oQBtrast witJi the whiteness isi his skin, flowed oyer 
the vSlow hke the treeaes oi a wcanan. 

<< Can ihia be GUyerhoiise? " thought Walter. 

His blood-stained baif coat, his sword and helmet, lay near 
him ona chair, and around the couch were Dnnbarton, Fin- 
land, the great Sir Evan of Locheil, Glengairy, Clanronald, 
Grant of GlemnorriBtfln, and other leaders, who leaned on 
their swords, oonTersed in low whi^^ers, and watched with 
iinfeiffned sorrow the ebbing life of the only man who conld 
lead mem like Montrose. 

The whole of his dying energies were now directed to one 
object, a deqtatch to his exiled &ng, containing an account of 
the glories he had gained in his cause, and the long career of 
seryice he had sealed with his own gallant blood. Thoni^ 
eyeiy masde <^ his &ce was contracted at times with the 
agony he endured, when stretching ficom bed to write at the 
low table beside it, supported by his brother David Grahame, 
who was sheathed in steel a la ctdrauier, he finished this 
memorable and disputed letter with dngular coolness, ap- 
pended his name, and instantly falling back, closed his eyes 
and lay motionless, as if in death. 

" He is ffone," whispered the agitated ead. of Dunbarton to 
the stem £ocheil. " There lies the strongest piQar of the 
good old cause." 

" Hereditary riakt wiUface ike rocks ! " replied the chief- 
tain in Gaelic, as he grasped his dirk ; " cursed be the green 
scarf that wrought this evil work to Scotland and to us ! ** 

Their voices seemed to call back the fleeting sui^t ; and, 
controlling the painful trembling of the limbs, Dunciee opened 
his bloodiSiot eyes, and looked slowly round him. 

'* Do not persist^" said he to the surgeon, who approached. 
"I know that all is over — let me die in peace. Approach* 
Mr. Eentcn— unfurl that standard ; " and nis wild dark eyes 
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flashed with their old enerey at the sight of the Stadtholder'g 
banner. " You will, at all risks, bear this despatch and that 
trophy to the hands ofEling James, and say they are the 
last — ^the Tbest — ^the dyin^ bequest of Dundee." 

Walter's heart was fcQl ; he could oidy lay his hand upon 
his breast, and bow a grateful assent. ' 

'* To Colonel Cannon I bequeath my baton and authority ; 
let him use them well in the Idnff 's service, if he would wish 
to die in peacewhen he comes to lie here,*^ 

** Colonel Camion ! " muttered the Highland chiefs, as they 
drew themselves up, exchanged glances of hauteur, and 
twisted their moustaches. 

** Be merciful to our prisoners," contmued the sufferer in a 
Toice more weak and quavering, and stopping often to take 
breath ; " be merciful to them, for they are our countrymen. 
Belease and bid them return to their homes in peace; say 
that such was the last wish of Dundee. Many have styled 
me merciless in my time, sirs, and bitterly will they speak of 
my spirit when it is far beyond the reach of mortal male- 
Tolence. I have done fierce and stem tlun^, but I have been 
hurried to do them by an irrevocable destmy, and a tide of 
circumstances incident to these our troubled times. Every 
iota of what I have done was foreordained — ^ha ! do not your 
Presbyterians tell us so P But grateful — deeply grateM is the 
conviction to my passing spirit, that my mends will ever 
remember my name with honour, and my foes with fear. I 
feel more bitterness in dying after a victory than I could have 
endured by a defeat ; for it would have made hfe worthless, 
and death welcome. Oh, may this day's groat achievement 
be an omen of future success, and a second Restoration ! Go, 
my comrades ; continue in that path of earthly glory which I 
must auit for ever ; and let ye who survive to behold our 
beloved king fail not to tell hnn— that — ^that John Grrahame, 
of Claverhouse — ^with his last breath blessed him — and — 
died." 

Falling back, he immediately expired, just as daylight 
(which at that season scarcely passed away) brightened in 
the east. 

All started and bent over him ; but the fierce spirit of that 
remorseless cavalier had fled for ever, and his magnificent 
features, as the rigidilrv and pallor of death overspread them^ 
assumed the aspect or a beautiM marble statue. A groan 
that burst from the lips of his brother, as he knelt down and 
closed his eyes ; the heavy sobs of a few aged Highlanders ;, 
and the low wail of a lament, as the pipers of Glengarry 
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poured it to the monntain- wind and echoing woods of Urrard, 
were the only sounds heard within that gloomy chamber, 
where the terror of the Presbyterians— the idol of the cavaliers, 
and tiie last hope of James, lay prostrate, to rise no more. 
Though by one faction styled the last and best of Scots — ^by 
the other, a murderer and outlaw; yet, by the caose for 
which he died, and the maimer of his death, he closed in glory 
6 life of singular ferocity and turbulence. 

His remains were hurriedly interred in the rural kirk of 
Blair Athol ; and the cause of King James was buried witJi 
him. His brother assumed his title; but died in ^eat 
obscurity in Prance in 1700. The buff coat of Dxmdee, bear- 
ing the mark of the fatal ball, and stained with his bloody 
together with his helmet and other rehcs, are still preserved 
in the ducal castle of Blair. 

Bemembering the dying desire of their leader on the day 
after the battle, the Highland chiefs liberated all the prisoners 
on parole of honour not to serve against the king, Colonel 
Fergusson, of Craigdarroch (notwithstanding all the exertions 
of mB generous rival Pinland) " being excepted," says Captain 
Crichton, in his Memoirs, " on accoimt of his more than 
ordinaiy zeal for the new establishment." 

In those days the uncertain means of communication 
between towns, and the great deficiency of certain information 
of pubhc events, caused many strange and varying rumours 
of the Highland war to be circulateain the Lowlands, where 
the only newspaper was the Caledomtis Menywrius, which had 
been published occasionally since the Bestoration. But the 
astounding intelligence of l^e victory at Killycrankie, and the 
faU of Dundee, spread like wildfire through the low country, 
to which he had so long been a terror and scourge. The 
defeat of Cannon at the Haughs of Cromdale, and the utter 
prostration of James's banner in the north, was soon followed 
by his disaster at the Bo^e, in Ireland, where the loss of a 
decisive battle compelled him again to seek reftige in Prance. 

Poor Lilian, at home in the wen secluded capital of Scot- 
land, heard of those stirring events at long intervals ; and to 
her they were a source of deep interest, and of many a sigh 
and hour of tears ; but of Walter i^e heard no tidings. 
Whether he lav moulderinff in tiie Pass of Killycranlae, 
among the haughs of Cromd^e, or was wandering among the 
wildest fastnesses of the north, with the doom of proscription 
and treason hanging over him, she knew not ; ana time m no 
way soothed or alleviated the agonies of her suspense. On 
the return of Colonel Fergusson, whose apostacy had opened 
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an easy paili to preferment nnder the new -order of afiairSy 
she learned some faint romours of his departure to France 
with the other officers of Dundee — for that iiorizon where the 
snn of the exiled Jacobites was settin^^the londy palace of 
St. Germain. Though the tidings £ell like ice on tne heart of 
the poor girl, any certainty was preferable to suspense ; and 
with her good aunt Grizel, she oould only weep for the poor 
youth they loved so well, and pray and hope for happier times. 
To lighten the solitude his absenoe oausea, she comd not even 
hope for a letter ; all intercourse with the court of the exiled 
kine being proscribed under pain of banishment and deot^ ; 
and thus slowly the melancholy summer of 1690 passed on. 

With the accession of William, and total subversion of the 
old high-church party, all the sourness and severity of Pres- 
byterian discipline (which at times compelled the proudest 
peers to endure a rebuke on the ignominious repentance-stool, 
or at least before a congregation) was resumed by the over- 
bearing clergy in full sway. From the innate cavalier 
sentiments of her family, and the wavering politics of Aunt 
Gmel, Lilian had never been a very ridd Presbyterian ; and 
now looking upon the triumph of " the kirk*' as having driven 
her lover mto exile, she lelt her heart iariher Idum ever 
removed from Presbytery. She had still to endure the 
persecution of Glermistomee, who, having in a few moath^t 
spent all the Hevcdution had enabled him to extort by fines 
from his old cavalier friends, was now more rednced and 
desperate tiian ever ; and, as a last shift, was compelled to 
dispose of his tower of Clermiston for a trifling sum to his 
more couldous gossip Mersmgtoi^ ; and thou^ the gaming- 
table replenished his exchequer at times, gamt starvation 
stared lum hourly in the face. 

Though the native kindness and exceeding gentleness of 
Lilian's manner had always given this indefatigable suitor 
some hope of xdtimate success, he soon found that, besiegimg 
her whenever she went abroad, and keeping spies upon her 
when at home-— pestering her with presents, and letters the 
most flattering and submissive his ingenuity and skill coald 
indite, did not bring him nearer the summit of his wishes. As 
his ^ds waxed lower, his perseverance increased ; and he 
brouffht a new ally into the field, in ihe person of our old 
friend Mr. Ichabod Bummel, whose zeal for tiie "BieYokatian 
had procured him an incumbency in the city, where, every 
Sunday, he had the felioiiy of preaching in a pulpit oC his 
own, <]uotin^ that immortal work the BombshM, mlAJaxg at 
tile exilod kmg, «ad ail other *' bloody-minded masmongem," 
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and " dinging" many saooessiTe bibles to " blads" in ihe true 
Kn(»c-like energy of his discourse. This meddling preacher, 
after the abdaction of Lilian, find the scandalous reports the 
kixk party had so indusfcrioasly circulated concerning it, had 
long deemed it, m his own phraseology, "a shameful and 
malapert fact, unseemly to men, and abominable in the sight 
of Heaven, that these twain should remain unwedded ; " and 
by his influence, Clermistonlee was duly cited before the kirk 
session. Ercsistance was in vain, for now the clergy had suc- 
ceeded to the council's iron rod ; and temporal proscription 
and spiritual excommnhication invambly foUowea delay. 

Claa in a sack of coarse white canvass, and on his knees 
before a staring congregation of stem Presbyterians, he 
*' confessit his manifold sins and enormities," as the records of 
the kirk show, "and was rebukit by the ^odlie Mr. Bummel 
for the space of ane hour, being oompant to ane owle in ye 
desart ; ' and it appears that the minister, in his ire, made 
such direct reference to the abduction of Lilian, in language 
80 pointed, so coarse, and unseemly, that, overwhelmed with 
sluune and horror, iJie poor girl, unable to bear the scornful 
scrutiny and malevolent glances of her own sex, sank down in 
l^e Roomiest recesses of the old familj^ pew, and swooned. 

This event, togethenr with the cruel innendos industriously 
circulated by the gallants and gossips of the dtjr, was her 
erowning misfoitune ; from that nour her peace was btighted, 
and her fair £eane blotted for ever. Her friends piti^ and 
acquaintan^ shunned her. She endured the most intense 
grief and bitterness of soul that a sensitive and delicate 
woman could feel ; for even the very children of the Whiff 
Miction pelted her sedan when it entered tibe city, and called 
her " My lord's leman," " Glermistonlee's minion," and i^e 
" Deil's dearie." 

CPhe united effwioi of grief, shame, mortification, and in- 
sulted pride, were soon visible on her health; her dbeek 
grew blanched and thin, her eyes dim ; and though she did 
not weep, her sorrows lay deeper, and the canker-worm preyed 
upon her suffering heart. And not the least offensive to her 
feelings were those offerings of friendship which were mingled 
with condolence, when Lady Drumstnrdy and others adtised 
her to think seriously of tibie long and assiduous attentions of 
Clermistonlee ; in snort, '* €^ier all that had taken place,'* to 
reoeive him as her husband ; that being, in iheir opinion, the 
only way to restore her forfeited honour. 

The inuendo concealed under this odious advice provoked 
the anger of Lilian, whose concern was increased by perceiviDg 
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AeiTATEP br fietrimet todi as few bare expeneflfledt oa an 
creniiig in tfae'iiimiiier of 16901, Wmber Fcmum IbaadbiBMlf 
pugHUfl g the dnatr higbway fimn Bans to Si. GcfBnB» ^ 
fdaee wfiefe tbe biopea and'ibe £ean,ibelojal^aBdlbe80r- 
rcnrs of the Jaeobitiea were eentred. Hie votempUaavftof 
nnkred giej dodi« tot modi won, a bat vitboaft a ftatbrr, 
sod a i^am waIkiiig-«woid. HeeanriedimderbiBaixBaMill 
bundle, with partiralar eare, for h eontained a few necaeaHDM 
and afl be poafgaaed in ibe worid— his c mnmi a ainn, Ibe hag* 
treaanxed letter of Dundee, and the Dutch standbid he bid 
taken at Ki% erankie. Theae were now bis iribale fortaae. 

That di^ be bad walked fiomSenbs without tasting food, 
acA was quite erbansted. After spending bis last aoa on a 
idaas of soar Tin ordinaire at a small cottage, near the Wood of 



Treason (where Ganekm in 780 f<Rmed bis ^otwhiA b e iiaj ed 
the boose of Ardennes, the peers of Charifma^ne, and ooea- 
sioned the defeat of Boncesralks), he graced bis boadlo, aad 
poshed on with renewed energr. His fian&ome leaim e a were 
impressed by an air of sadneas and deep abstzaetion, fivthe 
acote adtmgs of present sorrow stroked with the gentler 
whispennp of hope, and tfaoogh bis ^^ trarersed the haid 
flintr roaawsf firom Pans, lus tlumglitK were &r awi^ in the 
land^of bis emMbood, and bis wandering fancy hixonatod en 
the memofj of manv a mocb-lored scene be mi^it be £d0d 
to behold no more, and many an ej^sode of tendezneaa and 
lore that woold nerer be reacted agam. 

How Tiridlr be recalled ereiy gknoe and gracelbl aetion of 
iJHian^ as be nad last beheld her. Nearest woA dearest to fak 
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heart, she rendered the memory of his native land still more 
•beloved, for she yet trod its soil and breathed its air, and he 
knew that daily sne could gaze on those blue hills which are the 
first landmarks of the child in yonth, and the last of the man 
in age, and to the recollection of which the emigrant and the 
exile cling with the tenacity of life. 

Ihe current of his thougnts was interrupted, and his cheek 
flushed. The great and striking brick fa9ade of the old castle 
of St. Gkrmain, with its turrets shining in the setting sun, 
arose before him. There dwelt he on whom the hopes of half 
a nation rested, and Walter drew breath more freely as he 
progressed; his eye sparkled, and his cheek flushed with 
animation, for now other and less painful thoughts were oc- 
curring to his &ncy. With the buoyancy natiural to youth, 
«orrow ^ve way as hope spread its rainbow before him ; and 
bright visions ot the Idng's triumphant return and restoration 
by the swords of the cavaliers or Jacobites, mingled with his 
own dreams of love and honour. Fired with ardour, he 
often grasped his sword, and springing forward, longed to 
throw nimself at the foot of James Vll., and pour forth in 
transport that singularly deep and burning passion of loyalty 
which animated every member of his faction. 

"And this is the pdlace of our king !*' he exclaimed, with 
enthusiasm. " Heaven grant I may yet greet him in his old 
ancestral dome of Holyrood !'* But the fever of his xiaturally 
excitable spirits subsided when approaching the edifice, for 
the air of silence and gloom that pervaded it struck a chill on 
his anxious heart. 

" Ah," thought he, " if James should be dead !" 

At the distonce of twelve miles horn Paris, this ancient 
brick chateau or palace is beautifully situated on the slope of 
a verdant hill, at the base of which nows the Seine, and oppo- 
site hes an immense forest. From the earliest ages, St. Ger- 
main-en-Iaye had been a hunting-seat of the french kings ; 
but in compliment to his mistress, whose name was Diima, 
Francis I. (a monarch unequalled in gallantry, generosity, 
and magnificence), bmlt the present pal^e in form of the let- 
ter D, with five towers, the vanes of whidi were gleaming like 
gold in the setting sun as Walter approached. A dry fosse 
crossed by drawbridges surrounded this noble chateau, which 
had on one side a ran ge of beautiful arcades, built by Henry 
rV. and Louis Xlil., and a magnificent terrace, 2,700 yaros 
long and 50 broad, extending by the side of the dark-green 
forest, and firom which, as our exile traversed it, he had a full 
view of the Seine winding through a beautiful country, bor-^ 
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dered on each side by waving meadows, yineTards of thft 
deepest green, and cornfields of the brightest yellow, viUaew 
of white cottages thatched with light-coloured straw, that 
clustered round the turreted chateaux, or the ramparted 
ch&telets of a noblesse that were then the most aristocratic in 
Europe. 

But Walter saw only the home of the exiled Stuarts. On 
the ruddy brick-walls, the latticed casements, and gothic 
towers, the setting sun was pouring a flood of li^ht as it set at 
the cloundless horizon. From the summit of uie ediflce, the 
royal standard of Britain hung down listlessly and still, and 
the same absence of life seemed to pervade all oeneath it. The 
ditch was overgrown with luxuriant weeds, and long tufls of 

Eendant grass waved in the joints of the masonry ; |p*eat 
ranches of vine and ivy had clambered up the walls of the 
palace, and flourished in masses on its terraced roofe and bal- 
conies. There was no one visible at any of the windows ; the 
gateway, which was surmountedby a stone salamandie (the cojg- 
nizanoe of Francis I.), was shut, and save two sentinds of tne 
French guards, who stood motionless as statues on each side, 
and an dd Jacobite gentleman or two, in full-bottomed wiob 
and laced coats, promenading slowly and thqu^htfally on iEe 
terrace, the old diateau seemed lifeless and unmhabited. 

As Walter crossed the bridge, and approached the gate 
with a beating heart, one of the s^itinels, after g^vinff a 
haughty glance at his faded and travel-stained adore, liif 
weary aspect, and bundle, ported his musket across, and nod 
politely, but firmly — " Pardonnez, monsieur." 

Walter's heart swelled: had he travelled thus far, and 
reached the palace of his king, only to be repulsed from, its 
gates P His colour came and went, as, with a painful miztme 
of pride and humility, he replied — 

** Mon oemarade, 1 am a poor Scots officer, eodled from, his 
native country, and \dio has come here to take service m 
France." Tlie face of the Frenchman flushed, and his eye 
glistened, as he drew himself up, and presented arms. 

" Behold my commission," continued Walter ; *' I woeli 
speak with my noble lord and colonel the earl of .Dun- 
barton." 

Aha," replied the sentinel, ''il est bon scddat, Mounear 




Walter bowed at this compliment, ilie gate was opened hf 
the porters, and, with a heart full of thonghts too deep iv 
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words, he found himself within the gloomy quadranp^le of the 
palace of St. Germain-en-laye. 

Left for some minutes to himself, he stood, bundle in hand, 
irresolutely surveying, with a dejected and oorest-fallen air, 
the great and silent court. A ffentleman in very plain attire, 
with a short wig, a well-worn beaver, and steel-hilted sword, 
who was slowly promenading under the arcade, suddenly 
turned, and the wanderer was greeted by his old friend 
Finland. 

"Welcome to the poor cheer of St. G«rmain-en-layer'' 
cried this merry soldier (whom no fall of fortune could daunt), 
grasping Walter's hand. " My bon camarade, welcome to 
France. By all the devils, I was often grieved for l^ee, poor 
lad, and deemed thou wert doin^ penance in some rascally 
Tolbooth for our brave camisade m the north." 

Walter was so much oppressed in spirit, and so weak in 
mind and body, that the tears rushed mto his eyes, and he 
could only press his hand in silence. 

" What tne devil my poor lad, thou seomest very £unt 

and exhausted!" 

" I have travelled on foot from Boulogne-sur-mer. I spent 
my last firanc at St. Juste, my last sou an hour ago for a glass 
of vin ordinaire, and for three days no food has paased my 
lips." 

*' My God ! " exclaimed Finland, striking his flushed fore- 
head, *' and my last tester went for dinner to-dar ! how shall 
I assist youP Travelling fox three days without rood! Surely 
the fortunes of the cavaliers are now at the lowest ebb." 

" Then the tide must flow again." 

** I now begin to fear it will flow no more for us. What 
says the player P 

' There is a tide in tiie aftdre of meo, 
Wliicfa Wna at tte flood, leads on «o foKtou.* 

Once at least in life, every man's fortose will be at the flood, 
and if he misses the tide his bafk is stnutided on the shore 
for ever. But thee, poor lad! how ahall I get thee foodP — 
we are all as poor as Jdrk lats here. Theve aze not less than 
two hundred aSusen of Dundee's anoy, and other hyytl gen- 
tiemen of the life goords and Soottuh brigade, subsisting 
here on the small bo^tjr of our gracioss king, (whom Heaven, 
in its meroy bleee I) until some torn of fartSme again draws 
forth their swords. We have each but fourpence a-day, and. 
are in great misery from lack of the most oommon necessaries 
of life. Yet we never flnrget that we are Seottiflh gentlemfln, 

. 2o2 
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and daily attend the king's levee, with as gallant an air as if 
we trod the long gallery of Holjrrood in our feathers and lace 
as of old. His grace ot GordoD, my lords of Maitland, Dun- 
barton, Abercom, and otHers dine daily at a poor restaurateur's, 
on plain stew and cabbage broth, while 1 have to content 
myself with bread and onions, and a keen appetite for sauce ; 
wnile it affords me no consolation to reflect that my old 
ancestral tower of Finland — the gift of the Black Douglas to 
his favourite son — and all the fertile lands that spread around 
it, are now possessed by some vile, canting crop-ear. The 
earl of Dunbarton " 

" Whilom our gallant colonel — ^how I long for an interview !" 

" He is gone to Versailles to visit Le Mareschal NoaiUes, 
anent the unfortunate gentlemen who are starving here around 
us. He will be back to-morrow. Oh, Walter, when I see 
how might can triumph over right, and wickedness over more 
than Spartan virtue, 1 am almost tempted to believe there is 
no governing power in this wretched world ; that all this is 
the effect of chance or fate." 

'* Chance and fate are the reverse of each other, and this 
sentiment agrees not with your previous idea of ' tiie tide in 
the affairs of men.' " 

" Tush ! I am in a dozen minds in an hour. Let us leave 
these topics to such men as Mr. Ichabod Bummel. You 
remember that apostle of the covenant? ha, ha ! A word in 
your ear. Tou saw our fair ones ere you left Scothmd, I 
doubt not?" 

" Alas, no." 

** The deuce ! how came that to pass P But you must dine, 
and where? for I have not a brass bodle, as we say at home 
in poor old Scotland, (God bless her, with all her errors !) I have 
it ! the officer of the guard will lend me — or give — 'tis all one ; 
they are fine fellows, these French, and sh^ their poor pay 
with us, in a spirit of charity that tiie apostles could not have 
surpassed. Tne gentleman and the soldier seldom seek a 
boon irom each o&er in vain." 

Finland calculated rightly ; the French chevalier command- 
ing the guard, on learmng the cause of his present necessity, 
at once divided the contents of his purse, and enabled tne 
happy borrower to lead his wearied mend to a tavern, where 
dinner was ordered and discussed with wonderful celerity. 

" Now, Walter, I shall be glad to hear thy adventirrea,** 
said Finland, when the waiting girl had cleared the dinner 
board and laid a decanter of wme, from which he filled their 
glasses. ''Frontiniac dashed wifli brandy — you remember 
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liow often we have drank a bottle of it at Hughie Blair's, and 
the WMte Horse hostel. How the times are changed since 
then ! I was not at the Haughs o' Cromdale, being en route 
for Ireland, to crave succour from James " 

" After the dispersion consequent to that ill-managed affair, 
I wandered from place to place, enduring such miseries as 
few can conceive, and was a thousand tunes in danger of 
being captured by Mackdy's dragoons, who were riding down 
the country in every direction. Assisted by the kind and 
beautiful countess of Dunbarton (who is yet intriguing in 
England), I procured some money, and, disguised as a Norlan 
drover, reached the western borders, for escape by sea from 
Scotland was impossible, the whole coast being watched by 
the English and Dutch fleet. In England my money was 
soon spent, and I despaired of ever readiing the port of Col- 
chester, where I heard there lay a ship that in secret frequently 
transported our persecuted people to France. My oonnet 
and grey plaid, though they ensured my safety in the Low- 
lands, caused me to be viewed with liatred, jealousy, and 
mistrust, as soon as the Cheviot hills were left behind me, and 
I had not money wherewith to procure a change of costume. 
I travelled principally by nignt, and slept in ditches or 
thickets by day, for the villagers assailed me with stones and 
abuse whenever they saw me, using every bitter epithet that 
national animosity could inspire, while every coimtry boor 
that had a couple of beagles at hand, imcoupled them to track 
and hunt me. 

" Would to heaven I had been yqfii thee, lad ! Well.'* 

'* I remember with what bitter&ess I changed my last 
penny for a poor roll at Sippon, and eat it by the side of a 
ditch, near the princely castle of one who had gained a corouet 
by his political apostacy. I had still many miles before me, 
but touting to F^vidence, continued my journey. Travelling 
by nieht and lying perdu by day, I found myself in a waste 
moorland near Cawood, in the West Siding of Yorkshire. 
The moon was rising ; but I found that hunger, fatigue, and 
humiliation, had done their worst upon me, and that I could 
achieve no more. Despair entered my heart, and I threw 
myself down in that bleak spot to die, cursing i^e rebellion of 
our countrymen, the inhospitality of the English, and my own 
bad fortune. From a stupor that for some time weighed 
down every sense, I was roused by the trampling of a horse, 
and a deep bass voice, crying, 

" ' Hollo Grflffer, art dead, or dead drunk only P Get up 
with a murrain, for my nag will neither stand or pass ; steady 
— so so—gently, zounds I gently.* 
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Temple-bar/ said he in a tone of bitterness ; ' bat when £!ing 
James sat in his own chair, I was Thomas Butler, JBsqtUre, of 
a long pedigree and an empty pnrse— devil dse— but a gen- 
tleman every inch, sir ; one that has shot his man, played at 
oavagnole with King Charles, and ombre with the queen; 
drank many a bout with Sochester, ruffled it with Bucking- 
ham, and handed the fair Castlemaine and fairer Cleveland 
through a crowded cotillon. But it's all over now; and, 
d — ^n me ! I am plain Bully Butler the highwayman. So, sir, 
your servant ;' and dashing.spurs into his horse, he galloped 
awayover the heath." 

"Thomas Butler, of the princely house of Ormond — and 
'twas he ! " said IHnland ; " a braver spark old Ireland never 
sent forth to glory or disgrace. His father was a stout old 
Boyalist^ and shed his blood for King James on the banks of 
tibe Boyne. And so he hath taken to the road, the madcap I 
That is riding at the gallows full tilt with a vengeaiice !" 

" But for that rencontre, I must have expired. The 
meeting gave me renewed energy ; and (to be brief) I readied 
— ^not Colchester, but the seaport of Saltfleet, where, in the 
disguise of a poor Scottish mariner, I embarked on board a 
smuggling crafty which landed me at Boulogne ; and so— I 
am here.*' 



CHAPTEB. LIIL 



THB CAVALISBS OF DUKDBE«. 

In the cMise of rig^t eagago^ 

Wrcm^ fa^uzious to redress ; 
Honour's 'war "we strong^ waged, 

But the heavens denied soooesft. 
Ruin's -v^ieel has driven oTerns, 
* Not a hope that dare attoid; 
llie world wide is all befoi« xm. 

But a world without a friend. 

Stbathajclan's Laiont. 



Tbb magnanimity of those unfortunate office rs of tiie 
Scottish army who remained loyaL to James VII., and had 
shared his misfortunes and exile, was equally worthy of an- 
cient Caledonia and of the most glorious ages of Athens and 
of Sparta. They were about one hundred and SAy in num- 
ber, all men of noble spirit, unblemished honour, and hi|^ 
birth, — for they were the representatives of some of the first 
families in Scotland. Enthusiastically attached to the king^ 
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they gloried in the 8u£ferings their principles had brought 
upon them. • 

On their first arriyal in France, small pensions were assigned 
them by Louis XIV. ; but these were shortly afterwards 
-withdrawn, on the paltry pretext of public expedience ; and 
the whole of those unfortunate gentlemen, who by their in- 
corruptible loyalty and indomitable patriotism had forfeited 
their commissions, when they might have purchased new 
honours in the ranks of the invader, and many of whom had 
lost titles and estates by their expatriation, were thus thrown 
destitute in a foreign land. 

It is related tluit, with a noble spirit of generosity, they 
shared their little fdnds for the benc^t of those who were in 
greater destitution ; and those who had raised money by the 
sale of their gilt corslets, jewels, laced uniforms, rings, &c., 
readily shared it with others who were penniless. But these 
occasional funds soon became exhausted ; the king soon found 
it impossible, from the pittance allowed him, to maintain the 
numerous exiles and rumed dependants who made his court 
of St. Grermain their rallying point. The poor Scottish offi- 
cers, finding the horrors of starvation before them, petitioned 
James for leave to form themselves into a company of private 
soldiers for the service of the French king, asking no other 
favour than permission to choose their own lea£rs ; their 
former general, Dunbarton, to be their captain ; their Ser- 
jeants to be lieutenant-colonels ; and so forth. The king 
reluctantlv consented. 

Those nigh-spirited cavaliers were immediatelv frumished 
withth^ clothing and arms of French soldiers ; ana previously 
to their incorporation with the army of Mareschal Noailles, 
repaired to St. Grermain, to be reviewed by the king, and to 
take a long — to many a last — ^adieu of him. 

It was the day mer Walter's arrival ; and the summer 
morning rose beaatifrilly on the Gothic towers of St. Grermain, 
the crystal windings of the Seine, and on the dense dark 
woodlands that, interspered with blooming vineyards and 
waving fi elds, imparted such charms to the landscape. 

James Vll. had become passionately fond of the chase 
since the loss of his kingdom ; for his brave and restlesa 
spirit always sought excitement when not absorbed in the 
austere duties of religion, in the course of wluch he often 
subjected himself to the most severe {>enances. Kind, afiable, 
and easy to all around him, reli^on improved the virtues of 
his heart, subdued the fire of his spirit, and by imparting a 
monk-like gentleness to his demeanour, endeared him to nis 
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enthusiastic followers. The butcheries of Kirke and Claver- 
house, and the tyrannies of Jefferies and Sosehaugh, were 
forgotten. Though his uncompromising bigotry remained, 
idl his arbitrary spirit had yanished ; ana when he laid aside 
his visions of worldly grandeur and kingly power, nothing 
could be more blameless and amiable than the life he led. 

He frequently visited the poor monks of La Trappe, whom 
he surprised by the piely and humility of his deportment ; 
but there were times when the sparkling eye, th^ flushed 
cheek, the forward stride, and the clanked sword, showed 
how regal a spirit and bold a heart misfortune had crushed 
and fanaticism clouded. He was an enthusiast in the plea- 
sures of the chase, which he enjoyed after the good old English 
fashion ; and on the morning in question, the baying of dogs, 
the neighing of horses, and the merry ringing of the clear 
bugle-horn, awoke the echoes of the woods, the gloomy 
arcades, and quadrangle of St. Germain. 

On each side of the archway were drawn up a guard of 
honour of Les Gardes Sanguis, in their white hoquetons 
laced with gold, powdered wigs, little hats looped on three 
sides, and surmounted with mumes of feathers, and having 
the white banner of Bourbon oi^layed. The porters unclosea 
the heavy folding-doors, and a merry troop of huntsmen in 
green galloped rorth, with their dogs barking and straining 
in the leashes, as the blasts of the shrill horns were poured 
to the morning wind, and roused their English blood. The 
heavy drawbridge clanked into its place across the grass* 
grown moat, the planks resounded to iron hoofs, the French 
guard presented arms, the oriflamme of St. Denis was low- 
ered, the drums beat a march, and James YII., raising his 
plumed hat, sallied forth at the head of his train, and advanced 
along the spacious and magnificent terrace. The earl of 
Dunoarton rode by his side ; and as they caracoled along the- 
level terrace, by the margin of the beautiful Seine, a body of 
soldiers in French uniform was seen in front, ^wn up in 
steady array, with their fixed bayonets shining in the morning 
sun. They presented arms as the king approached, upon 
which he immediately reined up, and raised his hat. 

*• My Lord Dunoarton,*' said he, " what troops are 
these P " 

" They are your majesty's most faithful subiects and de- 
voted followers," rephed Dunbarton in a faltering voice. 
" Yesterday they were Scottish gentlemen of coat-armour and 
bearers of your majesty's commission ; to-day they are but 
poor privates in the army of Louis of France." 
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"My Gcod!" said tiie king; ''and, in the lerity of the 
diase, axn I so obliyiooa of the miBfortimes of those unhappy 
gentlemen P " 

Instantly leaping from his horse with a heart liiat swelled 
by its emotions, he approached them and raised his hat. 

Every heart was full in that silent line before him, and 
ereiy eye glistened. Walter Fenton, who now for the first 
time beheld that king for whom he had suffered so mnch, felt 
his bosom glow with the most intense loyally and ardonr, — 
a gosh of sentiment that would hare enabled him to hail 
with joy the terrors of a scaffold or the dangers of a battle* 
field. 

** Gentlemen," said the king, "bitter thoneh my own mis- 
fortunes be, yours lie nearer my heart, which is grieved, 
beyond what language can express, to behold so many men 
of valour and worth, from being the officers of my Scottish 
army, reduced by their loyalty to the staidon of private sol- 
diers. Nothing but this more than ^lartan devotion on the 
part of the few, but gallant and leal) makes my life worth 
preserving. Deeplv, deeply indeed is my heart impressed 
with the sense of all you have undergone for my sake ; and 
if it should ever please the blessed Qoa" — (removing his hat) 
— " to restore me to the throne of my fathers, your rafierings^ 
your services, and your devotion, snail not be forgotten, — 
never, oh, never ! The prince my son, he shares your northern 
blood. Oh, may he likewise inherit your spirit of bravery 
and truth! 

" At your own desire, gentlemoi, you axe now going on a 
long and perilous march, far distant horn me, to encounter 
privation, danger, and death. To the utmost of my small 
means, I have provided you with money, ekoea, and stockings. 
Heaven knoweth how great are my own neeessities. I can 
no more. .... 

" Fear God — ^love one another, and you will errer fibod me 
your parent, if I cannot be your king." 

The eyes of James VII. were fhll of tears, and a long pause 
ensued. ^ 

** There is a gentleman here who arrived only yesterday," 
said Lord Dunbarton, who had also dismounted. " He is the 
bearer of two relics to your majesty : the first is the despatdbi 
of the expiring Dundee ; the second will bear witaiess of his 
own zeal and courage in your cause at the vietorr of SjUy- 
crankie." J ^ 

** Let him approach," said the king, covering his fiK» to 
hide his emotion. 
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" Mr. !Fenton," said the eazl, ** Ids majestv wonld speak 
witii you ; *' and Walter, whose heart Ixemoled from the 
de^th of hia emotioiis, ^pounded his musket, and, kneeling 
before James, pkoed in his haad» ihe long-treasured despat(£ 
of Dundee, ai»l the Dutch standard of Mackay's regiment. 

« My brave Dundee ! " exclaimed James in a low Toice, as 
he kisaed and perused the brief letter which had been hur 
riedly penned amid the agonies of death ; " 'tis stained with 
kia loyal and noble bloodl Oh ! ne^er had a king a subject 
more devoted, more loyal, or more true ! Accept my thanks, 
young gentleman, for ^e services you have performed, the 
valour you have displayed, and the fidelity you evince; 
aooept mv Ihanks, for misfortune has left me nothing eise 
wherewith to reward the faithful and the brave, who have 
followed me to exile and obscurity. This standard I will 
retain ; one day, perhaps, in Holyrood or Windsor, I may 
replace it in your nands with such rewards as a king alone 
can give." 

Walter stzove to speak, but his voice failed him, on which 
Lord Dunbarton said, — 

" Like his brothers in misfor|:une, mf young friend seeks 
no o^er reward than the honour of serving your majesty, and 
the satisfaction of doing that which is rigmb.' 

The king drew his sword. 
" What is your name, sir ! " he asked. 

" Fenton— Walter Fenton, of Dunbarton's Foot" 

" "No kinsman, I hope, of Fenton of that ilk> who is so 
active in his treason acainat us P " 

" AIbb, no ! " replied Walter, eoloQzxDg in painful humilil^; 
" may it please your majesty I am but a poor proUgS of the 
noUe Dunbarton. I Iqlow not my £unily, my name, or my 
origin." 

" It matters not ; I shall render honour to all who deserve 
it ; arise Sir Walter Fenton, kni^dit banneret— of this power, 
at least, my son William cannot derive me." 

Startled by the suddenness of the aotion, Walter, whose 
heart lei^^ within him at the worda of the king, could only 
kiss hia hand and resume hia plaoe in the ranks of his cavalier 
oomradea, who with difficulty repressed a shout of applause^ 
Walter felt ^iddy and. confused; the king still seemed to be 
addressing lum. 

The temporary excitement which had lad James through 
thia painful interview, now passed away, and his features 
became overclouded with a sad and bitter expression, as ha 
went slowly along the line asking each officer his name, in- 
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serting it in his note book, and returning him personal thanks. 
Meanwhile the troop of huntsmen, equerries, and whipners- 
in, with their packs of panting hounds, were grouped aoout 
the terrace, and quite forgotten in the excitement of this sor- 
rowiul review. 

** Your name, sir— yesterday you were at my levSe in a 
garb more suitable to your rank,' said James, to a tall and 
very handsome man, whose fashionably curled wig consorted 
ill with the coarse looped hat and plain blue coat of a Erench 
musketeer ; "your name, sir, if you please P " 

" John Ogiivie, of the house of Airly — ^late a captain in 
your majesty's Life Guard." 

" Sir, I thank you ; the day may come when you shall com- 
mand that Life Guard," replied James, writmg down his 
name ; " and your's, sir? " he asked of the next. 

" Grant of JDimlugais — a captain of Mar's Fusileers." 

" Then you have lost an estate in my service P " 

'' I have lost nothing that I can regret in such a cause." 

" May I live to requite it ! 'Tis an ancient house, and one 
of unblemished honour. Are you Catholic P " 
No, I am a Presbyterian.* 

Then the greater honour is due to you for disinterested 
loyalty. And your's, sir P " 

*' Douglas 01 Finland — a lieutenant under the Lord Dun- 
barton." 

" Another forfeiture ! " exclaimed James, striking his breast, 
"and your's, sirP" 

** Drumquhasel — ^first major to the same noble earl," relied 
the tall cavalier, on whose breast sparkled the cross of St. 
Louis. 

'' Another, and another ! Oh, gentlemen, your sufferings 
and your losses, your loyalty and your truiti — God may re- 
quite them adequately, but I never can ! " exclaimed James, 
in a troubled voice ; and when he had inserted the names of 
the whole hundred and fifty in his note book, he moved again 
to the front, and taking off his hat, bowed profoundly wit£ an 
air in which thankfulness and respect were exquisitely blended 
with dignity and majesty. He then retired pensively towards 
the palace ; but painfully aware of the misery of mose who 
suffered for him, and still unwilling to leave tnem, with sen- 
sations too deep for utterance, the unhappy king returned 
once more, and bowing to them again and again, covered his 
face with his handkerdiief, and burst into tears. Animated 
by one sympathetic impulse, the whole line sank at once upon 
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their knees and bowed their heads ; the spirit of many a brave 
man was subdued ; several wept, and mere was not an un- 
moistened eye among them. The king, in particular, was 
deeply affected ; his sobs were audible ; and a^ain removing 
his nat, he raised his eyes to heaven, and excWned, in the 
words of the last chapter of Lamentations, — 

" Bemember, O Lord, what is come upon us ! Consider 
and behold our reproach ! Owr inheritance is returned to 
gtrcmgers — <mr hxmses to aliens i ** 

He repeatedly smote himself upon the breast in an energetic 
fashion he had acquired among tne Jesuits, who had been too 
much about him for his own fortune ; and a long pause suc- 
ceeded, until Lord Dunbarton gave for the last time the word 
of command. The Scottish officers resumed their aspect ot 
steadiness and order, and marched past the king, whom nearly 
all of them were fated to behold no more ; for death on the 
field, disease in the camp, poverty and despair, did their work 
surely and rapidly, and few of that brave but forlorn band 
erer i«timiedU the frontiers of Spain. 

From Versailles this company of unfortunate cavaliers re- 
ceived an order to join the army of Mareschal Nc^dlles ; and, 
next day, they set out from St. Germain, on their long and 
weary march of nine hundred miles, which they performed jon 
foot, heavily aocoutred, bearing their own camp-kettles and 
equipages, and accompanied l^ miseries and mortifications 
that baffle all description; but which by the indomitable 
spirit and ardour liiat animated them, they seldom failed to 
flurmount. 

Louis of France was now plunged in a war, into which his 
mistaken policy had huniednim. Li a Ions persecution of 
the unhappy frotestants, he had weakened nis kingdom by 
the expatriation of thousands of his best and most industrious 
subjects, who wandered as refugees throughout other coun- 
tries, and justly inflamed all Europe against him. To crush 
him, there nad been formed at Augsburg a powerful league, 
to whidli the whole empire of Germanjr, Spain, HoUand, 
Savoy, Sweden, and Denmark were parties ; but, in no way 
daunted, he anticipated this great confederation by invading 
the empire and myine sie^e to Philipsburg. The recent 
revolution in Enebuid had given a new turn to this religious 
war, and Lreland oecame the theatre of a contest which ended 
on the banks of the Boyne, where William triumphed over 
his unfortunate father-in-law. 

It may be that the great expenses of the war in which he 
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was now involyed preyented Louis XIY. from remuaerating 
adequately to their merit tke officers of Dundee's army ; but 
when they joined the standard of Noailles on the Spaaiaih 
frontier, they were in a state of himentable destitution and 
misery. The coarse uniform in which they had marched from 
St. Germain was worn to rags ; they were shoeless, shirtLesa, 
and emaciated by hardships, privations, and want of the most 
common necessaries of life ; lor by the selfishness and dupli- 
city of individuals to whom their httle commissariat was en- 
trusted, they were cheated of their poor supplies, the &w 
presents the generous had sent them, and even of a small pit- 
tance (a few pence daily) which James, amid all his own 
necessities, endeavoured to pay them ; yet they were wswex 
known to utter a complaint, tor the misfortunes of their sove* 
reign pressed heavier on their hearts than their own. 

Wherever they marched they were beheld with pit^ and 
remembered wim sorrow. lUie kind ladies of Perpignan 
presented them with a purse containing 200 pistoles, and 
bought all their rings as relics of Les offieiers JSeosstm. 
" Wherever thejr passed they were received with tears l^ ihe 
women and admiration by the men. They were the fbiemott 
in the battle, and the last in retreat, and of all tke troops in 
Ihe service of Franee they were most obedient to orders." 

There is nothing in the history of ancient or modem txmM 
to equal their adimrable bearing, heroic ardour, and devoted 
loyalty. They endured the most severe humihation andpiir 
vations without uttering a murmur, and performed aationsof 
heroism outdoing the deeds of romance ; for to their it^MNna 
daring was nnited a spirit of desperation, and a longing to be 
honorably rid of a me that was without a diann and wikiumit 
m^v* of nope. 

Tne French were touched by their misfortunes and suiBEsr- 
ings ; a universal shout rent the camp oi Koailles on. tiseir 
marching into it, and wit^ that generosity which is so chaxM- 
teiiatic of soldiers, the ohevahers fmd officers' imTOediatdy 
subscribed for them, each furnishing shirts, dothing, and 
money, and none was more liberal with his purse than .the 
Ti!Ck}Ae maresciial himself; but even of ti&ese presents the uMk- 
imppy Soots officers were cheated by the yiUany of one te 
whom they were entrusted, and thus the kind ^oorts te 
alleviate their miseries flailed. 

On the route to Catalonia, near Montpelier, when fcMrding 
a mountain torrent swollen by the reemit sains, Walter Fei^ 
ton and three other cavahers were swept away. Oatchmg 
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hold of some alders that orerhnng the bonk, they kept them- 
selyes above the current, and called on the peasantry to sare 
them. It is related, that thongh hundreds wefre there looking 
on, they never offered the least assistance, bat modced and 
jibed them in barbarous Cafcalonian French, while waiting 
cooUy until they were drowned, that th^ might possess their 
money, clothes, and arms. But after great toil and danger 
th^ were rescued by their comrades. 

They were never seen on the field but with their &ces to 
the enemy. On every desperate duty and forlorn hope thej 
led the way, and often too where others dared not follow. 
Death and disease rapid^ thinned their ranks, but their 
ardour never &ilBd ; aiid had the invisible spirit of the fienroe 
Dundee led Ihem as of old, they could not have surpassed tke 
deeds the^ achieved and the glory they acquired. On Eosas 
surrendermg, 

" 8enor MJaritcctl,*' said the Spanish governor, ''what sol* 
diers were those who assailed Ihe breach so valiantLy P " 

" Ce soni mes mtfcau" replied I^oailles, smiling ; ** they 
are my ohildr^iy-the kin^ oi Britain's Scottish officers, -who 
share nis obscurity and exile, and do me tiie honour to serve 
under my eommaad." 

" By ot. James I tke^ alone have coooipelled me to surrai-* 
der," re]^yied the noble Spaniard. 

They marched firom lEosas to Piscador, and, of an army of 
26,000 men, 16,000 perished by the wayside of privation. 
Twice only the Scottimi officers were known to disobey orders. 
The first occasion was at the siege of Bosas, an ancient and 
well-fortified eity, aituated upon a ^ulf about twelve nules 
from Girona. (me air was intensely hot, and the water 
muddy and unwholesome; the only rations of the Scots 
officers were horse-beans, garlic, and sardinas; they were 
utterly penniless, and could procure no better food, conse- 
quently deadh' fevers and fluxes rapidly thinned Iheir ranks^ 
upon which Mareschal Noailles ordered tiliem to leave the 
camp for the purpose of cantoning in a more healthy locfdity ; 
but they delayed to obey, and sent Sir Walter Fenton to ac- 
quaint him that they " considered his order as an affront 
put upon them as soldiera of ibrtune and gentlemen of 
honour:" 

The second instance was when a strong body of German 
troops had made a lodgment on an island m the Bhine, from 
which it was necessary to force them ; the marquis de Sello 
ordered a number of boats to be prepared, under an impres- 



400 THE SCOTTISH CAYALIEB. 

sion that the river was too deep and rapid to be fordable, and 
the Scottish officers were to lead the way, but were not to 
move until orders were riven to embark. Finding it impos- 
sible to restrain tiieir ardour till the arrival of the boats, they 
slung their muskets and prepared to cross. 

" Uome on, Walter !" exclaimed the brave Douglas, as he 
led the way, " and we will shew these gay chevaliers of France 
that we, who have forded the rapid Spey and rocky Forth, 
need not shrink on l^e margin of the Khine. Join hands, 
gentlemen Scots ; forward ! and I will lead you to the dance. 
Hurrah !" 

Hand in hand, in the Highland fashion, with their muskets 
slung, they tibjrew themselves into the rapid and impetuous 
stream, where between jagged rocks it urged its foamy way 
over a slippery and stony bed ; and thus breSdng its force they 
stemmed the current, and, though imder a fierce cannonadfe 
and storm of musket balls poured on them from the rocks of 
the islet, they forced the cumgerous passage in the view of 
both armies ; the laird of Drumquhasel and Captain Ogilvie* 
were shot dead ; but, led on by Finland, the Scottish officers 
scaled the rocks, and assailing ten times their number of Ger- 
mans, with screwed bayonete and clubbed muskets, drove 
them from their intrenchments into the Shine on the other 
side of the island, and reared the French standard on its 
summit. 

" By St. Denis V* exclaimed the marquis de Selle, " 'tis the 
bravest action soldiers ever performed ! 

" Vive les officiers JScossais ! " cried the French soldiers. 
" Le gentilhomme est touiov/rs gentilhomme ;" and to this day^ 
in memory of the Scottish valour, the place is named 

L'IsLB d'Ecosse. 

* Captain Ogilvie was author of a song, which is preserved in Hogg's Ja- 
cobite reliques,— " Adieu for evermore." 
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• CHAPTEE LIV. 
THE 20th of sbftembbb, 1692. 

But the far mind was absent in pursuit 
Of him, her love, in fields where foes contested 

The bloody harvest, and a crown the froit. 
Dread fhiit, with cares and dangerous joys invested ! 

Her mind was absent in the distant war. 

Pedro of Castilk. 

" Whitheb awa', Cleriq^tonlee,ye mad buckle P" exclaimed 

Xliord Mersington, as his friend jostled past him under the 

^T^at piUarB or arcade near the cross, one forenoon, when all 

- tiie city were abroad enjoying the sunshine ; " whal^a way is 

"tliat to gliff folk P is a dun or the deil after ye P" 

** I crave pardon, my lord, but did not observe you ; for 
"^vhat is all this crowd collected?" 

" The heralds have been proclaiming the ratification of the 
xiew Protestant league against Louis of Prance." 

"A league," adcfed Clermistonlee, scornfully, "which our 
I>ious and glorious William hath tinkered up, that the trea- 
•^xire and blood of his two British kingdoms may be wasted in 
<iefence of the rascally Hollanders and thick-pated Plemin^. 
^y all the devils, my lord, we have brought our political pigs 
t^o a pretty market ! ' and he began to whistle a cavalier air. 

" Wheesht!" said Mersington, glancing furtively around 

Ixim ; " this is clean contrary to the act of council ; and mind 

ye, my braw billy, if ye aye strut with that long feather and 

oockea beaver, your pinkit mantle, and lace o'erlay, like a 

xmffling buck o* Xin^ Charles* time, instead o' wearing the 

^ad-coloured garb ana sober demeanour of these our present 

<3ays, when naetliing but psalm- singing, swearing in Low 

Xhitch, and mortifying the spirit, are in vogue, you'll sune hao 

"fche eyes o' the councu upon ye, as a Jacobite in disguise, a 

liatcher o* plots, conspiracies, and the deil kens what mair — 

lie, he !" 

" Crush me, if I will lessen one curl of my peruke, or one 
slash in my doublet, to please any Dutch king or clown that 
ever wore breeches !" 

" You seem in a braw mood this morning. I warrant you'll 
hae pouched a round simi at shovel-board last night in tiie 
Covenant-close." 

" A messenger from the court of St. Germain has just beea 

II. 2d 
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icmtcny, ine macer oi coimcu, repuea oier- 
bing keenly the sharp visage of the senator ; 
chMige colour, my gossip! — any correspond- 
irter, hah P" 



arrested by Maclutchy, the macer of council, " replied Cler- 
mistonlee, watchin 
" by Jove, you 
ence in that quarter, 

"I trow not," said the other, resuming his immoyable 
aspect ; " d'ye tak* me for a gomeral P What is that we see 
above the Tolbooth-gable P" 

" The arm of the gibbet." 

"Weel," rejoined the judge, drily, "and what news 
brought the messenger P" 

" Kought but letters from the exiled lords and gentlemen ; 
some of them, I tell thee, Mersington, are deeply touching, 
and would harrow up even that impenetrable hesrt of thine. 
They tell of bliffhted loves and blasted hopes, of sorrow an^ of 
sufEering, humiuation and despair ; but of a loyalty and «- 
blemished honour, that shed a glory around the c&aaeior 
which the;^ suffer — a glory that nuikes us intoosely datpicaiUe 
by comparison. There are ^issages in some of tiiote letters 
£rom the brave cavaliers of Dundee, that have made manj of 
the council ahnost weep with compassion. By the heaven 
that is above us, I feel that I would be a ^onsand times more 
happy as one of those illustrious exiles, than stmggizn^ here 
to maintain, by gambling, exactions, and rogfaetf, a £aIlow 
rank, a gilded tiUe, and a career of extravagaaee on wiiich X 
have run too far to return !" 

" The only sensible clause in your process," wd Mersing- 
ton, testily. " But you'll hae yoursei laid by the haels yet, 
and then you may ^dustle on your thumb for the braw maina 
and revenues of Bruntisfield and the Wrytes, for whilk you've 
graned and gimed these twa years and mair." p 

*' Bight I 'twas but the feenng of a moment for the misfbr- 
tunes of our former Mends, whose hearts, to their bonoor 
(unlike ours) were better than their heads." 

"Puir cluelds — ^puir chields — ^I doubt the act of eighty- 
nine presses imco hard on some of them." 

" Among other letters, is one &om that wild spark, Douglas 
of Finland, once a lieutenant in the regiment of Dunbarton, 
addressed to his false leman. Mistress Annie Laurie. Poor 
credulous fool, to trust in a woman's faith ! He knows not 
that she hath become Lady Craigdarroch, and so hath for^t 
him in the arms of his friend. I like love-letters, having 
written some bushels of them in my time ; but his---by the 
devil's beard I— -it equals anything in the Banished Vtr^n, 
or Cassandra, I have taken the liberty to confiscate it to 
my own use ; and here it is." 
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'* Hold ! a ihougiit strikes me ; the hand is easj of imita- 
tion, and for what may ye no add a postscriptam, whilk may 
be d service in your lore affair, by weddiog young Fenton— 

'' The devil confbond him r 

" To some airy demoiselle ; or t-*M>ftl"T>g "jajxa on the head 
during his 'Fremok campaign P" 

" *Tia all one. Excellent ! Jnden will deliyer it. Annie 
will fly to her gossip, wilih every stemg in her boddice strain- 
ing with the greatness of her mt^igence ; and as we never 
knew a damsel prefer a deai lover to a living one, we may 
iroagjne or hope the issne. 'Tis sublime !" 

"Imdiama hae a dead gudewife, I ken— he, he !" said 
Mersingtoiit » he adjusted his wiff, and took his finend's arm, 
striking his eold-heaaed cane on &e pavement with the air of 
a man who ma said something smart ; " but let us hae nae 
mair o' your plaguy qualms o' oonscieiioe,fbr they dinna dove- 
tail weel wi' the general tenour o' your way. Weel, anent 
this postscnptum—he, he I— let us aaiourn t o " 

''Hu^ Blair's, you would say. Poor Hu^! his loeaie 
hath changed with the times, and there is nothing now but 
gloom ana obaomniy, cobwebs and dust, where all was once 
courtly merrimeot and joyous revehy. Who could hove 
imagined that a time would come whuen this famous coffee- 
house would be voted ' a den of cavalier iniquity,'— ^hat tiie 
buirdly hosteller withi whom the noble FertJi, the gallant 
Dunbarton, and the courtlr Dundee whiled tawty the hours at 
picquet and tric-trac, ana pushed the wine vom hand to 
hai^, would be accused or those honours as a crime, and 
thrown into the iron-rocnn of the Tolbooth, there to languish 
in pover^ and misery, ^dule the hiseious oobtents dT his weU- 
stared ceUars were confiscated to tiie vubhc useP" 

" It ill beBeeoDOui ye to condemn the last douse in your inter* 
locutor, my noble gossip, when Ihe maist of the precious 
contents of Hu^ue's runlets ran owre ^ur am craig. "Mr 
certie I yxm had a braw rug at tke forfeitures, baitii gentle 
and senqde ! " 

^ Ha, ha I enough of this — the present business is to ||ro- 
cine the useof on mkhom. I am restricted in wine to drink 
medicated Hip^ooras. What art grinning at now P " 

** Your occasional scrapes o' conscience— he, he ! Do ye 
mind the whilbv-whaw ye were in anent the iq»ectre of an 
armed man in tne ballot dermistonP " 

"Why the devil remindmeof itP" exehumed the otiier, 
angrily ; " if it really was a i^irit *^ 

** jyi we have in profane as weel as sacred writing owx* 

2i>2 
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mon^- eT^ences of their reality, and their appearance f<xt 
yariouB purposes whilk we cannot comprehend ; and we haye 
also as mony solid proofs that the devil can mak' deid bodiei 
move; but anent this, see Gabrielle Nandseus in Iiis Apology^ 
and Delrio in his Disquisitiones Moffica" 

** D— n Delrio ! Ever pestering me with thy musty learn- 
ing ! but here is a change-house, where it may oe that we can 

get this notable postscnptum concocted." 

« « * « * • 

The summer had passed awa^, and now brown aatnmn was 
once more reddening the heather of the Pentlands, and 
spreading her dun tints over the woods of Brontisfield; the 
sombre eve was closing fast, but the bright fire burned 
merrily as ever in the chamber-of-dais at the old castellated 
place, and ruddily its warm light shone through the barred 
windows into the recesses of the old woodlands, which every 
passing breeze robbed of some of their crispy foliaj^e, and 
strewed it over the muirlands to the south. The old manor- 
house had recovered from the rages of that terrible night in 
1688, and was now repaired, and stronger than ever; the 
windows were more thickly grated, and numerous loopholes 
and two additional turrets defended the barbican gate. 

Lilian and her friend Annie were seated side l^ side as of 
old, and opposite sat Lady Grizel — but a change had come 
over them ail. Though the hale old lady recovered from the 
shock of Lilian's abduction, it had seriously affected her 
health, and now she was a picture of the helplessness of 
extreme old a^e, in her dotage, pale and querulous, but ever 
gentle and cmldlike. She occupied the same old fringed 
ehair, with its bobs of parti-coloured silk, in which she had 
sat every evening for fifty years ; her ivory wheel, though now 
unused, stood on one side of it, and her tall meted-neaded 
cane on the other. Lilian was paler and thinner, and had 
lost much of her girlish beaul^ ; she had many cares gnawing 
at her heart, but she was still as adorable and interesting as 
ever. Annie was, if possible, more so than formerly ; tho 
bloom of her beauty had expanded to the utmost ; her cheek 
had a higher colour, and her eye a brighter sparkle ; her tall 
and beautiM figure was more inclined to embonpoint. But 
alas for poor Finland, the fickle Laurie was now the wife of 
Craigdarroch, who had risen to the rank of colonel of horse 
in the new Scottish army of William III. Her dress was 
more matronly and magnificent than formerly, and her rich 
flower tabby suit, wim its brocade stomacher and silver 
fringes, contrasted with Lilian's plain blue suit of Florence 
filk with its falls of point d'Espagne. 
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Asliamed that she had broken her own solemn engagements 
to her exiled lover,- with the natural fickleness of ner sex, 
Annie was labouring to undermine the truth of Lilian, and. 
Heaven knows why, tormented the poor girl hourly, by urginff 
the suit of Lord Clermistonlee, and left no arguments untried 
to carry her point, and remove the scruples of her more gentle 
but less facile friend. ' ^ 

" And poor Walter ! " urged Lilian, with a look of great 
tenderness in her mild and moistened eyes, replying to some 
observation of Annie, 

" Marry come un with your Walter ! tush ! bethink you, 
dear Lilian, this gallant never loved you truly, or else, do3t 
think he would Imve preferred following ICing James ? " 

Lilian's eyes sparkled ; a terrible retort trembled on her 
tongue, but her gentleness repressed it, and she could only 
exclaim with tears — 

" Oh, horror ! this insinuation is the most unkind of alL 
The unmerited shame and contumely, the dark and dishonour- 
able suspicions that the malice of Clermistonlee has brought 
upon me I can bear, for I despise though I mourn them 
deeply — ^but a doubt of Walter's faith— on, Annie, Annie, it 
sinks like a dagger in my heart, 'lis the hope of his return, 
animated by the same spirit of love and truth in which he 
left me, that makes me nse superior to them all. Oh, yes ! ** 
she exclaimed, with girlish ecstasy, " my dear, dear Walter, 
the hour will yet come, when, with a kiss of affection, I will 
tell thee that this old manor and all these lands around it are 
thine, for ever thine ! " 

" And your heart ? " laughed Annie. 

" Dearest, that he has a&eady. You see you cannot make 
me angry." 9 

" And Clermistonlee ? " 

'* Oh, name him not." 

** He loves thee truly and fondly," said Annie. 

** Dost think he loves me as Walter doth ? Dost think he 
knows what love means P Oh, no ; he never conceived it. 
His passion is a turbulent phantasy, inflamed by rivalry, 
difficulty, and opposition, sharpened it may be by wounded 
pride and exasperated revenue. Oh, how can you forget the • 
torrid mystery that involves me fate of his wife — ^the uj3iappy 
Alison GiffordP" 

" Pho ! she died in France." 

" Of a broken heart." 

" Gossip, qhotha ! " laughed Annie, " hearts are never 
broken except in the pages of De Scuderi. But with all his 
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srerred eml propensitieB, I tiiink tiiere is samething rery 
noble about Lord dermistonlee." 

" Noble P" 

"Do not his wit, his elegance, and courage excite our 
admiration P" 

" Yes-^ut do they make ns forget that the vill&in lurks 
nnder that preposs^sing exterior P" rejoined Lilian, scom- 
fbUy. 

" Dear Lilian, I have but one more aaremnent to nr^, and 
'tis the old one ; remember that your fair fiime idiich his 
addre£»es have ^jured, requires—" 

"WhatP" 

'' MarriaiEe," added Annie, quietly. Lilian tamed pale ; 
her spirit <» dissent was too strong for words ; she shook her 
head with a moumfiil but decided air, and, after a pause, said, 
" Never, oh, never ! " but Annie only lauded, and a long and 
unpleasant pause, in the conversation ensued. At length 
Liiiansaid, shuddering, 

** Oh, what a grue came over me just now ! What can it 
portendP" 

" That an evil spirit is near us," replied Annie, taming 
pale with tiie superstition of the time. 

'* Nay, felt ye a gme, my bairn P " said Lady G-risely rousing 
momentarily from her waking dose; "then some one is 
treading on the ground that shall be yoor grave." Again 
Lilian shuddered and throwing her arms around her grand- 
aunt, kissed, her, exclaiming, 

" 'lis the first sentence ihave heard you utter for a month 
—and oh, what a terrible one it is ! " 

At that moment there was a loud jinele at the great risp on 
the barbican gate, and Elsie Elshesaer iiobbled in to say that 
.an ^'auld broken soldier, who had limpit up the gate was 
speiring for my Lady Craigdarroch, but wadna enter. 

" 'Tis a letter from the laird ; his troop are in liie north, 
watching the wild giUies of Braemar. Tush ! what can his 
message be nowP " said Annie, as she flew to the foot of the 
staircase, where a man in a tattered red coat, a great scratch 
wig, with a broad hat flapped over it, one patch on his right 
eye, and another on his nose, Hmped forward on a crutch, and 
presented a letter. "From whence comes it, poor manP" 
asked Annie. 

" From the frontiers of Alsatia ; blessings on your sweet 
face, my noble lady," replied the veteran, gra£0^. Annie 
grew pale as deadi. 

"From whom P" she faltered. 
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" The brave laird of Finland, Lady Annie ; on mony a lang 
day's march I have trailed my pike by his side, owre the 
fields o* France and the howmes o' HoDand, deil tak* them 
baith, for there's neither biOBe nor brodion, nor sowans nor 
sourocks to be gotten there for love, lear, or money ; but IVe 
far to gang this nicht, and maon een mnch on, so God bless 
your noble ladyship— mind a pnir aold soldier that's faced 
fire and water oaitL" 

Trembling violently, Annie nntiedthe ribands of her parse 
and gave him a carolns, which he received with abundance of 
thanls, and he was limping away when Elsie hobbled forward 
and presented him with a bid^r of ale. 

'' Drink, pnir body," said she, ** though the times are sair 
changit, nane pass uiis threshold without tasting o' the kind- 
ness o' langsyne. We dinna send awa' the naked and the 
hungry wi' a scrap o' gospel and a screed o' a psalm, lOce 
aula Pmmdryan or the hurd o' Idckspittal owre bye yonder ; 
drink deep, puir bodv ! I once had a son a soldier-lad, (mj 
puir Hab that was kOled in the fSsarfa' times,) and, for his 
sake, my heart warms to your aold red coat." 

" Here's to ye, my bonny lady, and to von, Gmnmer Elsie, 
and never may ye be tarbarrelled for a you're sae runkled 
and auld ; hecn, how I " and, drinking the ale to the last drop, 
this rough and nncourteous old fellow tossed the bicker to 
Elsie and limped away with great agility. 

*' Ha, ha ! 'he laughed, w&nthe Daroicaa gate was angrily 
banged behind him ; " how the gay goshawk pounced at tlie 
lure ; wha would hae thoqght,! womd ever hae hobbit and 
nobbit wi' lucky Elshender after puir M^'s mischanter 
among her kale P This carolns comes in gucte time, for my 
pouch is gey empty now. Deil tak'thepatdoesandscrati^es, 
the rags and ba^," he continued teazmg off his disguise ; 
" again I am Juaen Stenton, 

** And wlia daur meddle wi' me ? 
Wha daur meddle wi* me ? 

My name it*s Juden Stentan, 
And wha daur meddle wi* me ? " 

And, light-hearted by the success of his lord's scheme, he sang 
and laughed as he trudged back to the city. 

On rejoining Lilian, Annie was in a flutter of extreme 
agitation ; and, after great reluctance, in which shame and 
curiosity struggled wiiS. some remnant of her former love, and 
after bursting into tears and then laughing hysterically, she 
broke the seiQ and read in a quavering voice as follows :— 
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" Trenches befwe Mons, penult June, 1692, -. 
" Mine own sweet Annie, ^ 

" Gk)d knoweth whether the words I am now in- 
diting will ever be seen by your own dear blue eyes. Never- 
theless I write (on a drumhead for a desk), and in great haste, 
for tiie bearer of this starts for Versailles in an hour. A trench 
where the dead and dying lie among the blood-stained earth, 
piled, yea, chin-deep, and where the cannon-balls are re- 
bounding every instant from the ramparts of Mons, is a very 
unpleasant place to compose love-speeches ; but, believe me 
that the heiurt of poor Dick Douglas, in suffering and danger, 
poverty and exile, is still unchanged, my beloved Annie, and 
as much thine as ever. Here are we, a company of eaUant 
Scottish gentlemen, in such a plight as you never could con-> 
ceive ; and the very appearance of our ragged attire, our 
emaciated forms, and our exceeding misery, would melt your 
gentle heart with the softest compassion. My ancient signet 
ring, the last relic of the house of Finland, I bartered 
yesterday for a loaf of bread, and now I have nothing left 
save the lock of thv hair, which shall go with me to the 
grave. But more glorious bv far are our Jacobite rags than 
the gay bravery we might nave worn under that accursed 
usurper against whom we have sworn to fight to the last gasp. 

" The mischances of war are fast reducing the faithful 
cavaliers of Dundee. Starvation or the bul&t daily send 
some brave heart to its long repose, and the survivors are in 
such a plight that not even the Westland Whigs could wish 
them lower. From the frontiers of Spain we have travelled 
to Alsatia, and from thence to Mons. It was a march of 
horrors ! We were utterly without the necessaries of life, 
and in the depth of a severe winter, marched nine hundred 
miles over a country covered with snow. Man^ of us were 
barefooted. For many weeks our food was nuts m the woods, 
roots in the fields, horsebeans and garlic, and thus it is that 
Louis XIV. rewards our loyalty, our patience, our fatigues 
and achievements. 

" Our old friend Walter Fenton is well. Through all 
the campaigns under Monsieur le Mareschal Noailles and 
the noble Luxembourg, he hath showed himself worthy 
of the knighthood Kiug James's sword bestowed. Yesterday 
he volunteered, with sixly of our unhappy cavaliers, to plant 
the banner of King Louis on the bastion de Sainte Wandree, 
and nobly did he redeem his word. Commend me to all oui* 
leal and right honourable friends, and to those who may 
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think kindly of the poor cavaliers for tne happy days that 
have passed away for evier. A time may come — ameu, dearest 
Annie — ^the call to arms is sounding along the lines, and we 
are about to march for Steinkirke, a duty from which few 
will return. On my nund there weighs a heavy presentiment 
of what I cannot name to thee. Farewell, mv gentle Annie, 
and ma^ Grod bless thee ! for I fear we shall see the bonnie 
braes or Maxwelton together no more. 

" FlNLiND, 

" Late Lieut, in the Eoyall Scotts Ffoot." 

There was a tone of sorrowful resignation to a hard and 
hopeless fate pervading this letter that struck a pang of deep 
remorse through the neart of Annie — ^but a pang for one 
moment only ; the volatility of her sex aided her, and smiling 
through her tears, she said, 

" My poor dear lighthearted Dick, would to Heaven I 
could lessen the misenes you endure !'* 

" Oh, Annie," said Lilian reproachfully, clasping her hands 
and weeping, " poor Walter and poor Fmland I" 

"Tush!" said Annie pettishly, ner dark-blue eyes sparkling 
between shame and sorrow. " Gossip, tease me not." 

" Stay, there is something more— oh, read it." 

" A postcriptum " — 

" It will gneve you much to hear that Walter Fenton hath 
broken his plighted troth to your fair friend Napier, and 
married a French woman, a mere camp follower, of evil 
repute. Eight heavy tidings this will be for the heiress of 
Bruntisfield, but I ever deemed her spark a fool ; again I kiss 
your hand-adieu." 

The wicked expression of triumph that flashed in Annie's 
eyes quickly gave way to one of compassion and regret, on 
beholding tne aspect of Lilian. Pale as death, with her eyes 
starting from their sockets, her silken curls seeming to twist 
like knots about her throbbing temf)les; her nether lip 
turned from crimson to blue, and quivering convulsively j 
her bosom heading with the terrible and sickening sensations 
that oppressed it. Her little hands were firmly clenched, and 
her diy hot eyes were full of fire. 

" Again, again, read it once more, Annie," she said, in a 
voice of strange but exquisite cadence. 

" Not for worlds !" exclaimed Annie ; " Oh, thou wicked 
letter, thus to mar our peace and hurl us into sorrow. Oh, if 
Craigdarroch should hear I have had a billet from my former 
lover, he will kindle up into such a fit of jealousy and rage as 
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the world never saw*; to the flames with it !" and the tosaed 
into the fire the lettw which poor finland had so fondly and 
sorrowAilly indited. It was consumed in a moment; and 
thus all after examination of the postscript was predxided, 
otherwise the forgery might have been discovered before its 
effects became too fatal. 

" A camp follower ^ evil repute ! It is false— impossible ; 
Finland hath lied ! Yet — ^yet — a cup of water, forHeayen's 
sake — my throat is parched and scorching!" Li1ia.n sank 
into a cliair and covered her face with her hands, but neither 
wept nor swooned, for her sense of injury was too acute for 
tears. 

How bitter was the palsying sickness of heart— -the agcmy 
she endured ! 

Not a tear fell, for the fire that burned in her breast seemed 
to have absorbed them. 

" This is the third 20fch of September since he first left 
me. Oh, Walter, Walter, God may forgive thee this great 
ingratitude and cruelty, but I never can !" 



CHAPTEE LV. 

THB BFFBCT OF THB POSTScixPTUM. 
** Women hare died aand the woorms liave eaten them, hat not for love.** 

Long, long did poor Lilian grieve and weep, and mourn in 
the solitude of her gloomy home. 

She endured all the complicated agony of endeavouring to 
rend &om her heart its dearest and most wonted thoughts^— 
the hopes and affection she had fostered and cherished for 
years. No woman ever died for love but the heroine of a 
romance : so Lilian of course survived it ; a month or two 
beheld her again tranquil and calm, though very sorrowful 
and subdued m spirit, wr time cures ev&rj gneL 

The bitter sentiments of insulted pride and mortified self- 
esteem which often come so powerMly to the aid of the de- 
serted, and enable them to triumph over the more tender and 
acute reflections, were kindled and fanned and fostered by 
the artful sophistry of Annie, who, with her real condolences, 
threw in such nice little soothing and flattering inuendos, 
mingled with condemnations or Walter, and pretended 
rumours of his marriage, the beauty and gallantries, of his 
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mch. wife, whom some called a ooontesa and a&Ba a ooar- 
■B^ that liliaa &at kamfid to hear ler patdiently and then 
hindignaiinu 

Pnth&esewerammg^edofwainonaiparaiaeBafC^^ 
naged with ereat tac^ for Annie was conning as a lynx, 
I never failed to flank all her arguments with the powerfbl 
r, how necesasry it wa» for tl^ restoraticm of ner own 
lonr, that she should reeeire Ihe rov^lard as her husband. 
Poor Lilian, Ihou^ these advices stung her to the soul, 
med at last to hear and to think of them with calmness, 
i (shall we acknowledge itP) to say at last* "that it 
d^t be." 

With something of that fierce sentiment of desperation 
1 revenge which, like a ^pas e thrown down to &te, makes 
> rained gaaiester place his last stake on the turn of a card, 
t began deliberatebr to school herself into thinking of 
mnistonlee as her nitui^ hnsband; and though in re^dty 
racty was the real cause of it, Lady Graigcuizzoch failea 
I to impress upon Lilian how much he was reformed, how 
a^figxt he was, and£nr three years past had never been en- 
j^ed in any piece of frolic or wickeoness, and wound up by 
lerting that arefbimed rake made the best husband. 
fVhat Love and perseverance could never accomplish, 
renge achieved at last. 

" Alas I tiie love at vamen, it is known. 
To be a lovely and a terfiil tiling j 
Ftt aU of tlMJrs npoa the die is IliKrwn, 
And if 'tis lost^ lite liatli no nune to Ininfir *' 

Long and assiduous were the exertions, the arguments and 

dfices of Annie, and long and fearful was the struggle that 

rtnred the heart of lilian, ere she would consent to rec^ve 

srmistonlee as her suitor. 

AJb last the fatal words were said. 

Annie flew to communicate the joyous tidings, and when 

ct day he rode x^ the avenue to pay his devoirs, the 

serable girl nearly swooned. The ring, the littie embossed 

[f of antique gdLd, the last and only gift of Walter, and 

iich he said contained the secret of nis life, she had now 

d aside, carefully locked up in a cabinet, because it brought 

) vividly before her the memories she '^f^^ resolved to 

oish firom her heart for ever. 

Grladly will we hurry over this chapter of pain and humi- 

tion. 

Clennistonlee had increased his great personal advantages 
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by all the aid of dre^, and in defiance of the sad-oolonred 
fashions of the time, wore a yolaminoiis Monmouth wig, 
the long curls of which were puffed with aromatic powder, a 
suit of rose-coloured yelvet, laced so thick with gold tiiat the 
ground of the cloth was scarcely visible, a sword and belt 
sparkling with jewels. A medal of gold, bearing his coat of 
arms, was suspended by a chain •of the same metal round 
his neck : it was his last venture in quest of fortune, and his 
lordship had resolved to spend all he possessed upon the 
stake. 

By the artful Annie he was led forward to the trembling 
and sinking Lilian, to whom he pleaded his cause, his con- 
stancy and perseverance, his raptures and agonies, his hopes 
and despair, with an ardour that confus^, and perhaps 
flattered, if it did nothing more. These his lordship brou^t 
out all at a breath, as he had ^ot the whole by rote, havmg 
said the same things to* a hundred different women before; 
but now his natural ardour and spirit of gallantry were greatly 
increased, by the touching character which sorrow, vexation, 
and disappointment had imparted to the soft beauty of Lilian 
—and also by the aspect of^the comfortable old manor house 
and the acres of fine arable land that lay around it ; while she 
(shall we confess it ?) as bitter thoughts of Walter and his 
French wife rose up within her, stole glances from time to 
time at her noble und courtly suitor — ^glances which he soon 

Serceived, and fired with new animation, threw such an air of 
evotion into his addresses that he — ^triumphed. 

.^jmie placed the luind of Lilian within that of Clermiston- 
lee ; he pressed it to his heart, and she did not withdraw it ; 
but burst into a passion of tears. He then threw his splendid 
tfhain, with its medal, around her bending neck, and pressed 
her to his breast, and so sudden was the revulsion of feeling, 
that Lilian fainted. 

An hour afterwards Clermistonlee, with all his embroidery 
glittering in the sun, was seen galloping back to the city like 
a madman; he dashed through the Portsburgh, and reined 
un near the Bowfoot, where, at the summit of a ten-storied 
eoifice, dwelt Mr. Ichabod Bummel, minister of the gospel. 

" The father of confusion take your long stair ! Why, Mr. 
Bummel, 'tis like a rascally old steeple," said the lord, break- 
ing breathlessly in upon the lank-haired and long-visaged 
pastor, who was intent upon The Hind let loose of Alexan- 
der Sheills. 

" Yea, a tower of Babel — ^but what hath procured me the 
honour of your lordship's visit ? " 
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'' By all the devils, don't think I am come to dmb thee for 
thftt lecture on the cutty stool — ha, ha ! I am about to be 
married, man, and want you to proclaim the banns and so 
forth ; but my Lord Mersmgton will see after them for me." 

*' As my Bombshell saith, marriage is an honourable and 
godly estate " 

" But a deuced poor <me, sometimes, Mr. Ichabod. I am 
about to be msniea to Lilian, of Bruntisfield, and tbou shalt 
espouse us, because the citizens hold thee to be their first 
preacher, and it will increase my influence among them.*' 

" But, my lord," began Mr. Ichabod, bowing. 

*' But me nothing— Mis my non-attendance at kirk and my 
; old tricks you aim at— pho ! I am a thorough reformado— but, 
i}ir. Idiallod; hast never a drop of wine aTOut thee ? 'tis a hot 
. forenoon." 

" My dwelHng contains nothing but water, and it is a nlack 

' the runlet in these dear years ; but, my lord," continuea the 

divine, after sundry gasps and contortions of visage, " if I lend 

. all my influence to render popidar this intended espousal, 

. whilk I perceive to be the mam object of your visit, may I 

crave your lordship's fiivour in another particular?" 

" Command me in all things save my purse, for 'tis a mere 
• vacuum, if thy philosophy will admit of such a thing. Say 
forth, my apostle !" 

" I love the maiden called Meinie Elshender—yea, I love 
her powerfully with the carnal love of this world, and the 
maicfen is not altogether indisposed to view me favourably." 

"Zounds!" said Clermistonlee, while the minister looked 
complacentiy down on his loug spindle shanks ; " in the name 
of mischief, who is Meinie ElshenderP" 

'' Handmaiden to the young Madam Lilian, who views mo 
as an abomination." 

** By all the devils, thou shalt have her, hongri, malgre, and 
after I am &irly wedded, the best kirk in the Lothians to boot — 
even should I make Juden shoot the present incumbent." 

" Heaven revnurd these generous promises," replied Ichabod, 
with a smile of incredulily. " Well it is that the maiden hath 
escaped the snares of her first lover, who was a soldier of 
antichrist — a musketeer of the bluidy Dnnbarton." 

" Say rather the most princely earl of the noble house of 
. Douglas ! Ha, ha — ^by my faith ! we whigs are ^winning tte 
false lemans of the cavaliera in glorious style." 

"And now, my lord, I have one other boon to crave," said 

. Ichabod, producing a tattered and dog-eared MS. from a 

bunker. "Tlds is a book of which doubtless your lordship 
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liath heard ; my Bombshell aimet est the taile of the Crreat 
Beastr 

" Oh, the deyil take tby bombflhell— " 
*' Shame, my lord. It pro?0th that Jona h " 
" SwaUowed the whale ; di. Matter Iflhabod?" said tiie gay 
lord, pirouetting about and laughing boisterously. 

" Cfti, my lord, for a ^entiloquy " 

"Ha, ha! awhatP" 

** A hundredfold disoourse, to eonyinoe thee of the mauB €i 
this irreyerenee and ineligion." 

'* I crave pardon; but what do you want, ehP" 
" Your lordshxp's subserhrtion ; 'tis to be publiahed in the 
imprintm^ press m the Pamament'^lose, wheneyer new irona 
aare brought oyer &om Holland." « 

'' Oh, by all the deyils, certainly ; send me a dozen of eo^es. 
Faith ! I most be quite pious henceforth. Jkiid now, brayo ! 
see Ihe kirk session about my little affidrs, while I ride down 
the Lawnmaiket to old GKoeon Grasper, the cleik to tiie 
signetyfor therewiUbeaiBoimtunof papers tos^ and seal, 
and so forth ; but the banns, the banns, next Sunday, remem- 
ber ;" and chanting, " With a heylillelu and a how-lo-lan,'* 
his lordship danced away oat, trifjipmg down the hme stair by 
tibree steps at a time, and mounting, galloped into raie upper 
part of the city. 



CHAPTEE LVI. 

THE BATTLE OF STEIKEISEE. 

As torrents roll increased by numerous rill8» 
With xage impetootn down their echoingr hffls j 
Rush to the vales aadpoiir'd alongr the idafai» 
Roar through a thousand channels to the main ; 
The distant shqpherd trembUnff hears the sound : 
So mix both hosts, and so i3Mtr cries xebound. 

Iliad, Book IV. 

It was the night before the famous battle of Steinkiike^ 
when ihe confederates under William HI. encountered the 
gPkUant and brilliant army of the great Francois Henri due de 
liuxembourg. 

In happy ignorance of what was being acted at home by 
those whose memory lay so near their hearts, Walter Fenton 
and Douglas of Finumd were carousing with their brothers in 
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war and misfortiuie around a blazmg fire, composed of rafiters 
boiTOwed for the purpose firem the roof of a neighbourmg 
Flemish house. 

Intent on crushing the Smiling confederation of the pro- 
testant powers against him, Louis XIY. had taken the neld 
in person at the head of one hundred and twenty thousand 
men. This sensual, selfish, and weak-minded monarch was 
accompanied by all the effeminate pomp and tinsel splendour 
of an eaetem emperor ; his women and paramours, numerous 
enmigh for a seraglio; his dancers, players, musicians; his 
kitchen, opera, household, and all the ministers of his luxury, 
his pleasures, and his tyranny, in themselves a host, crowded 
and encumbcnred the great camp of his splendid army, which, 
howeyer, soon oaptmid Namur, a strong diy on the Meuse, 
though strengthened by all the skill of the great Coehom, and 
defended by the valour of the prince de firabazon and nine 
thousand chosen soldiers. 

"King William, whose duty it was to have raised the siege 
of this miportant fortress, lay with one hundred thousand men 
within gunshot of Louis, but, embued with all the stolid and 
phlegmatic stupidit]^ of a Hollander, permitted the place to 
be captured, by wmch his military reputation was as much 
injured as that of Louis was increased. The victor of I^amur 
immediately returned to Versailles, surrounded by triumph 
and adulation, worshipped undeservedly as a hero, and ex- 
tdled as a conqueror, while William, wnose inertness had at 
last given war to necessary activity, excited by shame and 
exasperation, navin^ reviewed on the plain of G^napne a fresh 
quota of ten battahons of Scottish infantry, pushed forward 
against Mareschal Luxembourg, intent on retrieving his 
honour. 

After basely employing a spy named Millevouc, under pain 
of torture and death, to mislead the French commander by 
false intelligence of the confederates' movements, William 
advanced witibi his one hundred thousand bayonets ta prevent 
him from taking up a position between the then obscure 
villages of Steimnrke and Enghien, a royal baron y o f the 
house of Bourbon. Wiih his usuil bad generalship William 
completely Ciuled, for Luxembourg outflanked him, gained 
the position, and trusting to the commimications of the per- 
fidious (or xmfortunate) MiUevoix, not anticipating any attack, 
confined himself to his tent, as he laboured under severe 
indisposition. 

Not expecting an alerte, iSke whole of his numerous and 
brilliant army £iy entrenched among the fertile fields and. 
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Gave me her promise true. 

That never forgot shall be ; 
And for my bonnie Annie Laoiiey 

I would lay me down and dee. 

" Her locks are like the sunshine. 

Her breast is like the swan ; 
Her hand is like the snawdxift, 

And mine her waist micht span. 
But oh 1 that promise true ! 

Will ne*er be forgot by me, 
And for my blue-eyed Annie Laurie, 

I would lay me down and dee ! " 

THis famoujs song, which, with its beautiM air, is so chaste 
and pleasins, and still so much admired in Scotland, poor 
Finland in ms chiyalric spirit had composed, to lighten the 
toil of many a long and arduons march, and now, inspired by 
the loye and the fond recollections that trembled in his heart, 
he slowly sang the last verse with great tenderness and 
pathos. 

" Like dew on the gowan lying. 
Is the fa* of her fairy feet ; 
And like wind in summer sighing, . 

Her voice is low and sweet. 
But O that promise true ! 

Makes her all the world to me ; 
And for my bonnie Annie Laurie, 
I'd lay me down and dee." 

Eyery word seemed to come from his overcha^ed heart ; 
and as he sang the beantiM melody silence and saimess stole 
over the listening group. Softened by the dialect and the 
music of their famerland, every heart was melted and every 
eve grew moist ; the red camp-fires and the shining waters of 
the senne, the white tents of Lnxembonrg, the woodlands and 
orchards of Steinkirke passed away, and Scotland's hoary hills 
and pathless valleys rose before them, for their eyes and 
hearts were in the land from which they were expatriated for 
ever. 

It was the morning of the 24th of Jvlj, and in unclouded 
splendour the sun shone from the far honzon upon the tented 
camp of LiUQembourg, on the standards wavmg and arms 
glittering within the rudely and hastily-constructed entrench- 
ments of the jsreat and veteran engineer the Chevalier Antoine 
de Ville. Luce bright snowy clouds the morning vapour 
curled upwards from the sedges of the Senne, and the dewy 
foliage of the woods, and rolling lazily along the plain, 
shrouded everything in a thick and gauze-like veil of white 
obscurity, which the rays of the sun edged with the hue of 
gold. Under cover of tnis, although the French knew it not» 

n. 2 s 
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the entire force of the allied nations, led by William of Eng- 
land, were coming rapidly on in two dense colunms, intent on 
avenging the disgraces they had endured at Namur. Luxem- 
bourg lay within his bannered pavilion on a bed of sickness, 
and neither he nor his soldiers were aware of the foe's ap- 
proach until the prince of Wirtemburg, at the head of ten 
battalions of En^ish, Dutch, and Danes, drove back his out- 
posts on the ri^t, making a furious attack on the camp, 
which instantly became a scene of greater con^sion thanHng 
Agromont's. 

The patter of the musketry, the roll of the advancing 
drums, and the bullets whistling through his tent, roused the 
brave mareschal, who, leaping from his camp-bed, forgot his 
illness in the ardour and tummt of the moment. Hastily his 
pages attired and armed him, and throwing his magnincent 
surcoat above his gilded corslet, he seized his sword and 
baton, and rushed forth to repair what the artifices of Wil- 
liam, the treachery of Millevoix, and the bravery of Wirtem- 
burg had abeady achieved. To muster, to rally his immense 
force, and repel th^ prince of Wirtemburg, were but the work 
of a few seconds ; and the great leader, who five minutes 
before had lain inert on a couch of illness, was now spurring 
his caparisoned horse from colmnn to column, with his plumes 
waving, his accoutrements glittering, and his baton brandished 
^oft; nis features filled wim animation, his soul with energy. 

The dukes of Bourbon and Vendome, the princes of Tu- 
renne and Cont^, the due de Chartres, a youth of fifteen, 
whose almost girlish beauty made him the sport and the idol of 
the army, the marquis de Bellefonde, and several thousand 
chevaliers of noble birth and matchless spirit, by their pre- 
sence, their ardour, and example, restored perfect order, and 
in admirable battle array they stood prepared to encounter 
the host of the Protestant eon^eration. 

As the sun rose higher, the mist which shrouded the whole 
plain around the village of Steinkirke was gradually exhaled 
upwards, and as it rolled away the entire army of Williain HI., 
a hundred thousand strong, were seen in order of battle, 
advancing as rapidly as the numerous thorn hedges, ditches, 
and dykes, which mtersected the yellow cornfields, would 
permit. 

In defence of a place which it was expected William's bril- 
liant cavalry would assail, the Scottish officers were posted in 
an abbatis of apple-trees that had been cut down by the 
pioneers, and made an intricate breastwork all round ; and 
'^thin it, with their arms loaded, they stood in close order^ 
watching with lowering brows and kmdHng eyes the scarlet 
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ranks of their countrymen, to whom thev now — for the 
Bist time since their exile--found themselves opposed in 
battle. 

The golden bloom of the ripe and wavrng cornfields, throng 
which the lines were advancing in triple ranks, with their 
serried arms and embroidered standards glittering, threw 
forward the bright scarlet costume in strong relief, and the 
hearts of the little band of exiles beat with mcreased excite- 
ment as the moment of a general encounter drew nigh. 

*• Behold yonder fellows in our uniform ! " exclanned one, 
as the Scotnsh infantry debouched in heavy column on the 
French left, with their twenty standards displayed, and their 
drums loading the air with the old march of the Covenanters. 

'' Grod knoweth the sorrow, the bitterness, the hatred, and 
the fierce exultation that swell my heart by turns in this 
auspicious hour ! " said Finland, strudng his breast. 

" You speak my very thoughts," responded Walter, with a 
deep sigh ; " ponder are the oldEoyals, but now another than 
Dunbarix)n wields his baton over them; yonder are the 
standards we have carried — ^but others bear them now. How 
hard to forget that these are our countrymen ! Do not our- 
selves seem to be marching against us P '* 

"Enough of this, genllemen," said the veteran laird of 
Dunlugais. " In them I behold only the rebels of our king, 
and the sycophants of an usurper. This day let us remember 
only that we are fighting under the standard of the first cap- 
tain of the age, and about to win fresh glories for the most 
magnificent prince that ever occupied the throne of France ! " 

The battle was begun by Hugh Mackay of Scoury. 

Led by that brave and veteran genera^ a dense column of 
British cavalry, accoutred in vomminons red coats, great 
Dutch hats, looped up, and vast boots of black leather, with 
slung muskets and brandished swords, rushed at ftdl gallop 
to the charge on one flank, while the prince of Wirtemburg 
assailed the other. 

The abbatis lay full in front of Mackay, who held aloft his 
long gilt baton, as he led on this heavy mass of troopers. 
On tli^^ came, horse to horse, and boot to boot, like a moving 
mountain ; but the deadly and deliberate volley poured upon 
them by the Scottish cavaliers threw them into immediate 
confusion; the front squadrons, by becoming entangled 
among their falling horses and riders, recoiled suddenly on 
ike rear, who were still spurring forward ; the ftirious snock 
produced an immediate and irredeemable confrision, and the 
whole gave way ere another volley of that leaden rain was 
poured upon tlieir dense array. 

2e2 
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The roar of forty thonsaiid muskets now burst like thunder 
on the ear, as the prince de Cont^ and the brave De Chartres, 
the boy-soldier, at the head of the superb household infantry, 
assailed the British, and volleying in platoons, continued to 
press upon them with increasm? ardour until within pike's 
Length of each other, when Conte led the whole to the cnarge. I 
The shock was irresistible. Count Solmes failed to support ^ 

the English and Scots, who immediately gave way, and a 
tremendous slaughter was made, especially among the latter. ^ 

" LesJEcossais retreat ! " exclaimed Cont^. " "& a mirade. 
S^e Dieu ! 'tis surely a bad cause, when the hand of heayen 
is &J[aii^t them ! " 

llie Scottish regiments of Coutts, Mackay, Angus, Grra- 
hame, and Leven, were cut to pieces, and the English Ghiards 
nearly shared l^e same fate. James earl of Angus, a braye 
youth in his twenty-first year, was shot dead at the head of- 
his Cameronians, William Stuart viscount of Mounh'oy, Sir 
Bobert Douglas, laeutenant-GeneralJames Douglas, Sir John 
Lanier, Colonel Lauder, and many other brave Scottish gen- 
tlemen were slain, while the prince de Cont^ bore aU b^ore 
him. 

With the gallant prince of Wirtemburg it fared otherwise. 
Presnxig onward at the head of his English, he carried off 
some of the Frendi artillery, and after mmiense slaughter, 
stormed the entrenchment which covered their position ; but 
finding himself in danger of being overpowered, ne twice sent 
his fdde-de-camp to crave succour from the phlegmatic William 
and from Count Solmes, a noble of the House of Nassau. 
Twice over a field tiiiat was strewn with thousands of dead and 
dying, and swept by the fire of so many thousand muskets, 
cannon, and coehoms, the brave aide spurred his horse to ber 
succour for the prince his master ; but William neglected, 
and the Dutch noble derided his request. • 

" Vivat Wirtemburg ! " cried Solmes, laughing ; " let na 
see what sport his English buU-dogs will make." 

At length William shook off the inertness that seemed to 
possess his faculties amid the storm of war that raged around 
hhn, and in person ordered Solmes to sustain the advance of 
the left wing which Wirtemburg had led on so successfully. 
Thus urged, the imwilling lord of Brunsveldt made an una* 
vailing movement with his cavalry, but left a few English and 
Danes to sustain the whole brunt of the battle. 

Amid the dense smoke that rolled in white clouds and con- 
cealed the adverse lines, their carnage and its horrors, again 
and again the brave old laird of Scoury led his squadrons to 
the cmurge, resolved to force the passage, to turn ue flank of 



THE SCOTTISH CAVALIEfi. 4^ 

Luxembourg, or die ; and again they were repulsed from the 
abbatis by the courage of the desperate cayaliers. As yet, 
not one trooper had penetrated among them, though hundreds 
and their horses lay groaning and rolling in the agonies of 
death, entangled among the apple-laden branches of the pros* 
trate trees, grasping and rendmg them with their teeth in the 
tortures of dissolution. As yet' not one of the Scottish exiled 
had fallen ; but now Mackay ordered a body of his dragoons 
to dismount, to unsling their short Aisees, and from behind 
the piles of dead and dyinjg men and chargers, to fire upon 
the abbatis, which could anord no protection against bullets. 

A fdrious fusilade now ensued, and Fenton soon missed 
Finland from his side ; he turned, and his hot blood cooled for 
a moment to behold him lyinff on the bloody turf in the last 
agonies of death. A ball had pierced his breast ; his eyes 
were glaang, and he was beating the earth with his heels, as 
he blew from his quivering lips the bells of blood and foam. 

Unfortunate Douelas ! 

Something was clenched in his hand and pressed to his 
lips ; but as his dying enerpes relaxed, and his braye spirit 
fled to heayen, tne relic ^11 on the turf; — it was Annie 
Laurie's braid of bright brown hair. 

** Farewell, dear Finlandt" exclaimed Walter, kissing the 
dead man's hand. "Here end thy loye and misfortunes 
together ! " Sorrow, rage, and ardour roused the fury of 
Fenton to the utmost, and with his clubbed weapon he sprang 
oyer the trees of the abbatis, exclaiming, " To the charge, 

gentlemen Scots !— -to the charge I Never let it be said that 
ie cavaliers of Dimdee played at long bowls with those 
false English churls. Victory and revenge ! " 

Fired oy his example, and animated by national and poli* 
tical hatred against those who had deserted James VJJL., and 
wrought so many miseries to his few adherents, the little 
band sprang from the abbatis and threw themselves with 
incredible fruy and determination on the dismounted troopers. 
Onward they pressed over piles of dead and wounded, while 
every instant the balls tnat flew thick as drifting rain, 
thinned their narrow ranks, and added many another item to 
the vast amount of that day's carnage. 

None can be so brave as those for whom life has lost every 
charm ; and none so reckless as those who have a thousand 
real or imaginary wrongs to avenge. Thus, heedless alike of 
the number of tneir antagonists, who were again pressing up 
to the attack, the Scottish cavaliers came on pell mell, and a 
desperate conflict ensued with firelocks and fusils clubbed. 

Ab Walter, forgetful of everything else but to glut a fierce 
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spirit of revenge, raessed onward, lie encountered a tall and 
powerM officer. The nobility of his aspect and the riclmess 
of his attire (for his scarlet coat was so richly interlaced witili 
bars of gold as to be almost sword-proof), not less than the 
Tigonr with which he kept his soldiers to their duty, made 
hiTn a marked man ; but Walter struck him from his horse 
and flourished the butt of his musket oyer him. 

'* Take these, you tattered villain," said the officer, offering 
a splendid watch and ring ; " take these, and spare my life." 

" Insult me not, sir," exclaimed Walter Fenton with un- 
disguised scorn. " I am one of the officers of Viscount Dun- 
dee — of Dundee, the brave and loyal." 

" The vilest minion of hell and tyranny that ever disgraced 
his country — ^then doubly are you traitor ! " said the other, 
starting from the ground and flashing a pistol in Walter's 
face. Blinded by fury and the smoke of the discharge, he 
drove his bayonet through the breast of the officer, and fairly 
pinned him to the turf. 

" Curse on the hour that I die by the hand of a base and 
renegade down like thee ! " exclaimed the dying man, half- 
choked in his welling blood. 

"Traitor!" cried his destroyer furiously; "you die by 
the hand of Sir Walter Fenton, knight banneret of Scot- 
land ! " 

" So falls Hugh Mackay, of Scoury I " moaned the other 
as he sank backward and expired. 

" Scoury ! " reiterated Walter ; " hah ! then this hour 
avenges Dundee— the slaughter of Xillycrankie and of Crom- 
dale." 

At that moment he was hurled to the earth by a wounded 
charger as it rushed madly from the conflict. He feU against 
a tree, and lay stunned and insensible to all that passed 
around him. 

The sun was setting, and still the doubtful battle continued 
to be waged with unmminished ardour, until Mareschal Bouf- 
flers, at me head of a powerful body of cavalry, the French 
and Scottish gendarmeriey and the royal regiment De Eousil- 
lon, swept like a torrent over the corpse-strewn plains, with 
the oriflamme displayed, and decided the fortune of the war 
jus t as the sun's oroad disc dipped behind tiie far horizon. 
WiUiam, instead of restoring his tarnished honour, was com- 
pelled to retreat iu renewed disgrace, leaving many officers of 
valour and distinction, and tluree thousand soldiers, slain ; 
while the French, though they had to regret the fall of an 
equal number, with the prince de Turenne, the marquis de 
BeUefonde, Tilladete, Fema9on, and many other chevaueiB of 
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noble blood, remained masters of the field, over wbicb they 
suspended from a lofty gibbet "King William's luckless conn- 
dant, the spy and intnguer MiUevoix. 

Paris resounded with joy and acclamation on the tidings of 
this great victory arriving ; the princes and soldiers who had 
served there were idolized as superior beings by the ladies 
and women of every rank, whose transports amounted to a 
species of frenzy ; and from that hour, for many a year, 
every ornament and piece of dress was known by the name of 
SteinJci/rJce, 



CHAPTER LVII. 

A. DI8CL0BFBE. 

'Tt« night}— dioA. glittering o'er the tranqded heath. 
Pale gleams the moonlight on the field of death ; 
Lights up each well-known sgOt, where late in Uood, 
The vanquished yielded, and the victor stood; 
When red in clouds the sun of battle rode. 
And poured on Britain's front its favouring flood. 

Lord Grsnville. 

Again the summer moon rose brightly over the secluded 
village of Steinkirke, and poured its cold and steady lustre 
on cornfields drenched in blood, and trod to gory mire by the 
charge of the spurred squadrons, the closer movements of the 
compact squares of infantry, or the artilleiy's track ; on the 
pale and upturned faces of the dying, me distorted and 
ghastlier lineaments of the dead,— on a wide battle-field 
strewn with all the trophies of war and destruction, — ^misery 
and agony. 

Save where illumined by the gleams of moonlight, by the 
red flashes of a few distant fire-arms, and the redder glare 
from a convent burned by the retreating British, the ruddy 
conflagration of which mingled with the mst faint glow of the 
departed sun, the field seemed gloomy and dark. A narrow 
lurid streak at the distant horizon showed where the sun had 
set. The roar of that great battle had now died away, but it 
had sent forth an echo over France and Britain, denoting joy 
to one and sorrow to the other. Where, then, was William 
of Orange, and where his mighty host P 

The contest was now over, and, save the distant popping of 
a few skirmishers or plunderers, every sound of strife had 
ceased ; but the cool night-wind was laden with a sad and 
wailing murmur, a sound which it is seldom the lot of man to 
hear — ^the mingled moans of many thousands of men enduring 
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all the complicated torture of sabre and gunshot wounds and 
the most excruciating thirst. Many a solemn prayer and 
pious ejaculation of deep contrition, uttered in many a varied 
tongue, were then ascending irom that moonlit battle-field to 
the throne of God, while omers in their ravings called only 
on death to ease them of their torments ; ana long ere sun- 
rise, the stern king of terrors attended the summons of 
many. 

A great cannon royal, drawn by eight horses, and escorted 
by the artillerists of the brigade de Dauphine, passed near 
the corpse-heaped abbatis where Walter Fenton lay, and he 
implored them to remove him from the field. They were 
passing him unheeded, when one exclaimed — 

"II est un officier Eccossais!" upon which the drivers 
reined up : the soldiers sprang irom the tumbril, and placing 
him beside them, galloped across the field of battle towards 
the redoubts on the left of Luxembourg's position. The 
jolting occasioned Walter exquisite agony, ana he could not 
repress a shudder when the cannon-wheels passed over the 
crackling body of some dead or wounded soldier who lay 
prostrate in their path. 

After riding a mile or two he fell from his seat with vio- 
lence, and once more became insensible. 

" II est mort" said the Frenchmen, as they whipped up 
their horses, and thought no more about him. 

After lying long in a dreamy state, tormented by a burning 
thirst, and feeling prickly and shooting pains over his whole 
body as the blood nowea back into its old channels, Walter 
made an attempt to rise, but the motion occasioned him ex- 
quisite pain, and the whole landscape swam around him. He 
tnouffht he was mortally wounded ; a cold perspiration burst 
over lus temples ; a stupor again stole upon his senses, and, 
believing he was dying, he piously recommended himself to 
Ood| closed his eyes, and lay down resigned to his fate. 

But the mind was active thoueh the frame remained inert, 
and he thought of Lilian, of iFimand and Annie, and how the 
hand of death had thrown a cold blight over all their fondest 
liopes and prospects ; and so weak haa he become that audible 
sobs burst from him. 

Hie heavy dew was falling fast, and its moisture refreshed 
him ; he raised his head, and near him saw the figure of a 
female in a sombre and peculiar garb ; she was completely 
attired in black ; a thick veil of the same colour, with a little 
hood of white linen, were drawn closely round hor face, 
which seemed pale and colourless as that of death in the un- 
€erttm rays or a cruise which she carried; but though aged» 
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8lie was marked by a serenity and air of repose singularly 
winning and prepossessing. She bent tenderly over hmi witn 
a face expressive of the deepest commiseration. 

" 'lis a vision ! " was Walter's first thought ; " *tis an 
TJrsnline nun ! " was his second. 

" Poor youth — ^unhappy youth ! " said the stranger ten- 
derly, and burst into tears. 

"Heaven's blessing on you, gentle lady," said Walter, as 
he endeavoured to rise; "no tears can be more precious in 
the sight of Heaven than those shed by compassion. God 
save great Luxembourg ! We have this day gained a clorious 
victory ; but at what a price to me ! " he continued, in his 
own hinguage. " Alake f mj brave and noble Mends, the 
best blood <S Scotland has mmgled yonder with the waters of 
the Senne." 

" Scotland!" replied the venerable Ursuline, and her mild 
eyes became filled with animation and sadness. " I acknow* 
ledge with sorrow and pride that your country is also mine ; 
but, alas ! I caji only remember it with horror and humilia- 
tion. Your voice takes me back to th6 pleasant days of other 
and happier years, and stirs an echo in the deepest recesses of 
my heart. Oh, my God ! what is this that I feel within me P 
Intercede for me, blessed Ursula, and save me from iny own 
thoughts ! Oh, let not the contentment in which I have 
dwelt these many years be disturbed by worldly regrets and 
old unhappiness !" 

«* There was a deep pathos in her voice, an air of subdued 
sorrow, mildness, and melancholy in her features, and a soft 
expression in her eye that was very winning, and Walter 
Mssed her hand with a sentiment of afiection and respect, 
and, strange to say, she did not withdraw it. 

" I belonged to the convent of Ursulines at Steinkirke. At 
vesper-time the Count Solmes sacked it with his troopers; 
(Gtxl forgive him and them the sacrilege !) they expelled us 
with savage violence, and I found shelter in a cottage close 
by. Your groans drew me forth. Permit me to lead you, my 
poor son, for indeed you seem very weak. There is one poor 
fugitive there already, a countrywoman of our own, to whom 
I hope you will bring pleasant tidings ; let us go." 

They entered the humble Flemish cottage, the wide kitchen 
of which was brilliantly illuminated by a olazing fire of turf, 
that lit the furthest recesses of the great but rude apartment, 
that strongly resembled those represented by Bembrandt and 
Teniers, miere every imaginable implement and article, gar- 
den and household utensil, hang from the beams of the open 
roof, load the walls^ or encumber every available nook and 
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coTneir ; a heavy Flemish boor, in yolmninous brown breeches, 
arose and doffed his fnr cap, and with his wife made way for 
the sister of St. Ursuhi, who led Walter to a seat. 

Thankfully he drained to the last drop a pewter flagon of 
water that the housewife gave him, and was about to speak, 
when his attention was arrested by the sudden appearance of 
a young lad^r. She was very beautiful, and had an exquisitely 
fair complexion, the natural paleness of which srief and fear 
had very much increased : her blue eyes sparlded with ani- 
mation, and her half-disheyelled hair was of the brightest and 
glossiest but palest flaxen. Sunning to Walter fenton she 
took both his hands in hers, and said, with a touching earnest- 
ness of manner, 

" Ah, sir ! come you from the field of battle P" 

" This moment, madam." 

" Oh, you are Scottish by your voice, but alas ! yon wear 
the garb of Louis." 

** mj dear madam, it is the garb of loyalty and exile ; g£ 
great suffering, and of much endurance." 

" Unhappy sir, you are——" 

" One or the cavaliers of Dundee." 

" Oh, tell me if you know aught of the fate of General 
Mackay in this day s carnage ; !Miickay, the laird of Scoury P" 
flhe added a little prondly. 

" Lady," faltered Walter, quite overcome by the question 
and the aspect of the speaker, "the brave champion of 
Presbyterianism is no more. I-^I saw him slain." 

"My father! oh, my father!" cried Margaret Mackay, in 
a voice that pierced the conscience-stricken Fenton to the 
heart ; " I shall never see thee more — ^never behold thy kind 
old face and silver hair. Oh, my Grod ! I am quite alone in 
the world, and what will become of me now P Oh, Lady Cler- 
mistonlee !" she exclaimed, and pressing against her heart the 
hand of the nun, sank into a chair and swooned. 

" ClermistonlBe !" reiterated Walter, starting; but the 
helpless condition of his yoxmg countrywoman demanded im- 
mediate attention, and ne was compelled to smother his 
curiosity for a time, until she had partially recovered, and 
then the good TJrsuhne, after attending her with the most 
motherly care, left her engaged in prayer m another apartment, 
and turned all her attention to the wound on Walter's head. 

With an adroit neatness of hand, a soft insinuating manner 
which drew the heart of Walter towards her as to a mother, 
the compassionate nun, assisted by the silent Flemish house- 
wife, bathed the wound, cut away the long clotted locks, and 
baaad it up, while the round-visaged boor, whose mind was 
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wholly absorbed by the loss of a field of com, which had been 
oat down by Bonfflers* foraging dragoons, sat with his eyes 
intently fixed on the smoke that curled ^m his pipe. 

Walter had been so little aceostomed to kindness, that all 
the strong feelings of his warm heart now gushed forth. 

*' A thousand thanks, dear madam !" he exclaimed. *' I 
know not whether it is your kindness, the mere ardour of my 
heart, or some mysterious influence that heaven alone can see, 
which calls forth all my fondest and most reverential senti- 
ments towards you." 

Glie TJrsuline smiled sadly, and retired a pace. 

" Oh, what is this new feeling that stirs within me P" con- 
tinued Walter, in a half-musing voice. " It seems as if your 
face bore the long remembered features of some kind Mend or 
dear relative. Like a gleam of sunshine through a mist, they 
eomie back to me ^m the obscurity of the past like those of 
one whom — ^but, ah ! whither is my enthusiasm carrying me P 
Dear madam, once more a thousand thanks, for now I must 
leave, and shall never see you more, but your kindness will ever 
be remembered by Walter Fenton with gratitude and love." 

" Fenton !" said the TJrsuline, putting back his hair, and 
tenderly surveying his emaciated features, " I once had a dear 
though humble finend of tiliat name, and my heart yearns to 
tiiee for her sake. But wherefore this hurry to depart P Your 
wound P—" 

" I know not where I am, lady, and should anv of the Stadt- 
holder's people come this way I should assuredly be shot." 

'* Then, in the name of all that is blessed, away ! The fires 
of the French camp are still visible, and you may gain it ere 
daybreak." 

This passed in French, but the boor understood it ; his eyes 
twinkled, and knocking the ashes from his pipe, he slowly 
stuck it in his leathern cap, and stole out unperceived. 

" And what will be the fate of this poor daughter of the 
brave Mackay, for everywhere the french are swarming 
around us P" 

" Through a lady of the house of Nassau, who belongs to 
our now, slas ! ruined convent, I will see her consigned to the 
care of her father's best friend, William of Orange." 

" 'Tis fortunate. It reminds me of what I scarcely dare to 
ask. She called you by the name of my bitterest enemy — 
Olermistonlee," said Walter, biting his lip ; " Clermistonlee, 
who has been my rival and the bane of my existence. Oh, 
madam, what terrible mystery is concealed under this TJrsu- 
line habit !" 

As Walter spoke, the blood came and went in the faded 
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face of the trembling recluse. One moment, wlien fired by 
animation, her features seemed almost beauti^, and the next 
they were withered, rigid, and aged. 

"Mr. Fenton," faltered the nun — "Mr. Fenton, for^so I 
presume you are named P" 

^* I am Sir Walter Fenton, lady, by the king's grace." 

The nun bowed slightly. 

" My heart warms. Sir Walter, to that dear native land 
which T shall never behold again, and in a moment of such 
weakness I revealed myself to that poor fugitive girl, whom 
fate so happily threw imder my protection, when the confede- 
rates were defeated and dispersed . You know him then, 

this wicked man, to whom fate in an evil hour gave me as a 

wife. Oh, Bandal ! Eandal ! . Let me not recall in 

bitterness the burning thoughts of years long passed and gone 
^thoughts which I have long since learned to suppress, or 
endure with calmness and resignation." 

"Enough, * dear madam, I am animated by no vulgar 
curiosity, and time presses. Oh, learn rather to forget your 
earlier griefs than to remember them. Too well do I know 
the Lord Glermistonlee, and can easily conceive a long and 
painftQ history of domestic woe and suffering. You are the 
unfortunate Alison Gifford P" 

" Of the house of Gifford of that ilk in Lothian," continued 
the recluse, with tearless composure. " In his earlier days, 
when young, gallant, and winsome, with an honoured name 
and spotless scutcheon, Eandal Clermont became my lover 
and my husband. Oh, how happy I was for a time ; how 
loving and beloved ! But a change came over the unstable 
heart of my husband. His politico intrigues and private ex- 
cesses soon ruined our fortune, deprived me of his love and 
him of nay esteem. We were driven into exile, and retired to 
Paris. There he plunged madly into a vortex of the lowest 
dissipation, and spent the last of my dowry, my jewels, and 
everything. He oecame a drunkard, a bully, and a gamester, 
if not worse. Long, long I endured without a murmur or 
reproach lus pitiless cruelty and cutting contempt, until he 
eloped with one who in better days had been my companion 
and attendant, an artful wretch, named Beatrix (xHruth. He 
joined the army of Mareschal Crecquy as a volunteer, and I 
saw him no more. Hearing afterwards that he was in Scot- 
land, fighting under the standard of the covenant, and beine 
driven to despair by the miseries into which he had plunged 
me, by leaving me a prey to destitution in a foreign bma, I 
resolved to quit the world for ever ; I have come of an old 
CaHholio famdy, and a convent was my &r8t thought. 
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*' Our childi for we had one, our child was alternately a 
source of torment and delight," continued the poor nun, weep- 
ing bitterly — " my torment from the resemblance it bore to 
its perfidious father, and my delight as the only tie that bound 
me to earth ; I resolved to see it no more, and sent the poor 
infant to Scotland in charge of a faithM female serritor, to 
whom I gave a letter for my husband, purporting to be written 
on my deathbed, and a ring he had given me in happier days. 
In an agony of grief I saw the woman depart, and gave her 
all I possessed, a few louis d'ors I had acquired at Paris, 
where I had supported myself as a Jleuriste, and was patro- 
nized by the Scottish archers, who were ever very kind to me, 
I considered myself as dead to the world from that hour, and 
immediately commenced my noviciate in the licensed convent 
of St. Ursxua, in French Flanders. 

"Here aeain all the wounds of my heart were torn open 
by tidings ^t the shin in which my loved little boy and 
his nurse embarked had perished at sea ; whether they pe- 
rished too Grod alone knoweth, for I heard of them no more. 
And now the fierce stings of remorse increased the sadness of 
m^ sorrow, and I upbraided myself with cruelty, with lade 
of fortitude and sucn resignation as became a Christian. I 
accused myself of in£EUiticide, and in my thoughts by day 
and my dreams by night I had ever before me the sunny eyes 
and golden hair of my little child, and its lisping accents in. 
my£reaming ear awoke me to tears and unavailing sorrow." 

Here the poor nun again paused and wept bitterly. 

" Time never feuls to soften the memory of the most acute 
sorrow, and in the convent to which I had fled for re^e 
from my own thoughts, the soothing consolations of the sister- 
hood, the cahn, the pious and blameless tenor of their way, 
charmed me as mudi as their holy meekness of spirit sud-< 
dued my bitter regrets. After a time I tasted the sweets of 
the most perfect contentment, if not of happiness. In the 
duties of reli^on, of industry and charity, I soon learned to 
forget Clermistonlee, or to remember him only in my prayers 
— ^to forget that I had been a wife, to forget that I had been 
—oh, no ! not a mother — ^never could I forget that." 

" YiUain that he is ! and with the consciousness of your 
ladyship's existence, he has, since he was ennobled, wooed 
many another to be his bride ; but Heaven's hand or his own. 
vices have always foiled him." • 

" The eyes of the recluse sparkled beneath her veil; but 
folding her white hands meeldy on her bosom, she said with 
exceedmg gentleness — 

** "What nave I to do with it now P— besides, youth, I am 
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sore he believes me dead, for some of tlie Scoiiisli archean 
told him so — and dead I am to him and to the world." 

" It is a very sad history, madam." 

" But God has comforted me." Her tears feU fast never- 
theless, and a long pause ensued. Walter felt himself moved 
to tears, and he often sighed deeply, yet knew not why. 

The sound of a trumpet roused lum ; it seemed close by, 
and came in varying cadence on the passing wind. 

" 'Tis the trumpet of a Dutch patrole. I must begone, 
lady, or remain only to die. Farewell ; a thousand blessings 
on you and a thousand more — ^for we shall never meet again ;" 
and half kneeling he kissed her hand, and, slipping from the 
cottaeje, favoured by the darkened moon, hurried away towards 
the fires of Luxembourg's camp, lust as a party of Dutch 
iEuyters led by the boor halted at tne cottage door. 

With fifty thousand men the mareschal duke of Luxembourg 
was posted at Courtray on the Lys ; while William, with 
twice that number, lay at Grammont, inactive, phlegmatic, 
and afraid to attack him ; an inertness which increased the 
growing ill-humour of Britain against him. Without a dinner 
and without a sou, abandoned to solitude and dejection, 
Walter Fenton one evening paced slowly to and fipo on the 
ramparts of Courtray, watchmg the bright sunset as it lin- 
gered long on the level scenery. A page approached, who 
acquainted him that Monseigneur le MareschaL required his 

J>re8ence in the citadel, whither he immediately repaired, and 
bund the great Henri of Luxembourg, the youthful dukes of 
Chartres and Yendome, with other chevaliers of distinction, 
carousing after a sumptuous repast. 

As he entered, De Chartres was singing the merry old ditty 
of Jean de Nivelle, while the rest chorused. 

*' Jean de Nivelle has three flails ; 
Three palfreys with long manes and tails ; 
Three blades of a terrible brand. 
Which he never takes into his hand. 

Ahf ouivraimenti 
Jean de NioeUe at bon enfant I ' ' 

The magnificence of their attire, the happy nonchalance and 
graceiul ease of their manner, contrasted with his own tat- 
tered and humble uniform, fallen fortune, and jaded spirit, 
made Walter's heart sick as he entered ; but, assuming some- 
what of the old air of a cavalier officer, he bowed to t& noble 
company, and awaited in silence the commaads of the 
mareschal. 
, <* Approach, monaiear," said the handsome yanng Due de 
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CLartres. " TSte JDieti ! bat you look very paie ! You were 
wounded* I beKere P " 

" It is nearly healed, monseigueur.'* 

''All, it is deuced unpleaiaat work this fighting and 
beleaguering." 

" De Chartres would rather be at Ghantilly/' said the Due 
de Vendome, laoshinff. 

** Or at Yersames/ said a chevalier of St. Louis. He ia 
thinking of little Mariette Grondalaurier." 

'* Or ot. Dennis and adorable Isabeau Lagrange." 

" Say Paris at once, messieurs," said the boyish rouS, 
smiling. " I have beauties everywhere." 

" The Scottish officer will drink with us — ^here> boy, assist 
our friend to wine," said Luxembourg to his page. " *Tis only 
Frontiniac, monsieur ; but an hour ago it was Dutch William's^ 
and we drink it out of pure spite." 

Walter drank the fragrant wine from a massively-embossed 
cup, and his head swam as he imbibed it, and waited to hear 
for what desperate duty these noble peers designed him. 

" Chevalier," said Luxembourg with his most bland smile, 
** it is pleasant to reward the brave. Aware that the repulse 
of the confederate cavalry on my right flank, and consequently 
ihe whole success of that glorious day at Steinkirke, was 
mainly owing to the valour of the Scottish cavaliers animated 
by your example, Xing Louis sends you this." And taking 
from his own neck the sparkling cross of the receutly-created 
order of St. Louis, tiiie duke placed it around the neck of 
Walter Fenton, who bowed his thanks in silence. 

"Go, chevalier — ^vou are a gallant soldier! The Scots 
were ever brave, ana the friends of France. Wear that cross 
with honour to the most Christian king, to your native 
country—" 

*' And to the most sublime Madame Maintenon," said the 
young duke, and his gay companions laughed. 

" Monseigneur ! " said Luxembourfi^ wamingly. 

"Tete i^, Mareschall dost thmk I fear herP Faith,, 
madame, 'tis known, never gives a &vour without a most 
usurious per-centage. She is quite a Jewess in the intrigues 
of love and poHtics, ha ! ha ! " 

"Attached to this cross, chevalier, is a pension of four 
hundred livres yearly, which I doubt not will be acceptaMe 
in your present reduced circumstances." 

" Oh, oelieve me, monseigneur le mareschal, and you most 
noble dukes, it is indeed most acceptable ; for with it I may 
in some sort alleviate the miseries or those gallant gentlemen, 
my comrades, who share your fortunes in &e fidd." 
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blackened by fire, alone marked the place where it stood. 
He thought of the poor XJrsnline and her story, and sighed 
that he conld learn nothing more of her fate ; he sighed, too, 
at the memory of the beautiful Margaret Mackay, and felt 
the keenest remorse for having slain her father. 

Of the recluse he never heard more ; but the daughter of 
Mackav reached the camp of William in safety, and in after 
years became the wife of her kinsman and chief, George,, 
third Lord Beay of Farre. 



CHAPTEE LVIII. 

WALTBB FBNTQir AND THB KING. 

To daonton me, and me sae youn^r, 
And gcdd Kingr James's auldest son ! 
Oh, fhat's the thing: %(t never can be. 
For the man is nnbonf that'll daunton me 
O set me once upon Scottish land, 
¥nith my gnid braid-sword into my hand. 
My bannet bla6 aboon my bree, 
T^en shew me the man that'll daunton me ! 

Jacobite Reliqves. 

His confessor had just withdrawn, and Sling James was 
sitting in his closet involved in gloomy and distracting reverie 
—immersed in thoughts which even the mild exhortations of 
the priest had failed to soothe, and with his eyes intently fixed 
on the morning sun as it rose red and unclouded in the east, 
he ffave way to the sadness that oppressed him. 

^temately he was a prey to a storm of revengeful and 
bitter political reflections, or to a gloomy fiuiaticism, which 
impaired the courage and lessened the magnanimity for which 
he nad once been mstinguished. On discovering that he was 
constantlv conferring with the Jesuits upon abstruse theolo^, 
the ribald Louis snoke of him in terms of pity mingled with 
contempt. The French ridiculed, the Bomans humpooned 
him, and, while the soverei^ pontiff supplied him liberally 
with indulgences, the archbishop of Eheuns said ironically— 
** There is a pious man who hath sacrificed three crowns for a 
mass!" 

And this was all the unfortunate and mistaken James had 
gained, by his steady and devoted adherence to a falling faith. 

Bestowing a glance of undisguised hostility, not unmingled 
witii contempt, at the follower of St. Ignatius Loyola as he 
witiicbrew, the earl of Dunbarton, clad in his old uniform as a 
Scottish general, entered the apartment of the king. The 

n. 2 V 
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}eii riband of St. Andrew was worn orer his left shoulder, 

ie star with its four silyer points sparkled on his lefb breast, 
and around his neck hung the red rioand of the Bath, and ihe 
magnificent collar of the Garter. 

" Grood morning, my Lofd Dnnbarton ; yon look as if you 
had something to communicate. Any news tscfm FlanderB ? 
Is my dutiful son-in-law still pla]^ing at long bowles with 
LuKembourg P Has Sir Walt^ !Benton arriyA P " 

"He awaits your majesty's pleasure in the ante- 
chamber." 

"Let him be introduced at once ! Why all this etiquette P *' 

"Because, please your majesty, it is all that is left to 
remind me of other days." 

" True," said the king, thoughtfully. 

" Welcome, my brave and £Eiithfal soldier ! " he exclaimed, 
as Walter was introduced by the gentlemen in waiting, and 
kneeled to kiss his hand. "Welcome from Flanders, that 
land of fighting and fertility.^ My poor Sir Walter, you look 
yery pale and emaciated." 

" I was wounded at Steinkirke, please your majesty ; and 
with those xmfortonate gentlemen, my comrades, haye under- 
gone such hardships and humiliations as no imagination can 



conceiye." 



Walter's eyes sufiused with tears ; his voice and his heart 
trembled. He felt a gush of loyalty and ardour swelling 
within his breast, that would have enabled him cheerfully to 
lay his life at the feet of the king. The remark of a celebrated 
modem writer is indeed a true one. '^Unfortunate and 
imwise as were the Stuart family, there must have been some 
charm about them, for they had instances of attachment and 
fidelity shown them of which no other line of kings could 
hoast** 

" You have indeed undergone sufferings which God only 
can reward," said the king, lading a h^d kindly on hicr 
shoulder ; " and your ill-requited valour is a striking example 
of the falsehood and flattery of the court of Versailles." 

" When I consider our adbievements," replied Walter, " my 
soul fires with pride and ardour ; but wnen I think of thie 
friends that have fallen, my heart dies away within me. To 
the last of my blood and breath I will serve your majesty ; 
but, notwithstanding this gift of the cross of St. Louis, I will 
follow ttie banner of the donor no more." 

"Louis is a noble prince," said the earl of Dimbarton, 
" and one who hath raised his realm to the greatest pitch of 
human grandeur." 

** Oh, say not so, my lord ! When I remember the cruel 
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perBecutioii of his subjects after the treaty of Nimguen, his 
repealing the edict of INTantes, his tyranny over the noblesse 
and the parliament, his unjust wars and usurpations, in which 
he pours forth so prodigally the blood and the treasures of his 
people; his blasphemous titles and lewd life; I can only 
remember with shame that I have served in his army, and 
from this hour renounce his service for ever. And were it 
not that this cross hung once on the breast of the gallanl^ 
Luxembourg, I would hmrl it into the Seine." 

" The remembrance of your suffermes doubtless animatea( 
this unwise train of thought, Sir Walter," said the king, 
slightly piqued. "-But permit me to remark, that to indul^^e 
your opmions thus in France, is to run your head into thd 
lion's moutili. How goes the war in flanaers P " 

" Still doubtfully, please your majesty ; but the recent' 
arriyal of the duke or Leinster at Ostend, with fresh troops 
for William, may turn the fortune of the war against Henri of 
Luxembourg, and consequently please the people of England^ 
who are not very fayourably disposed towards this expensive 
and unnecessary war for the Dutch interests of the usurper." 

" The best proof of this new sentiment is the discontent of 
the Cameronians in the western districts of Scotland. What 
dost think. Sir Walter? They have engaged to muster five 
thousand horse and twenty thousand in£uit^ for my complete 
restoration, provided Louis will give them only one month's 
subsidy, beside other supplies, and these he hath solemnly 
promised me." 

" From my soul I thank Heaven that again it is tuminj^ 
the hearts ofyour subjects towards you. If such is the spint 
of the Cameronians, oh, what will be the energj and the 
ardour of the cavaliers! But trust not in Louis; he has 
ruined every prince with whom he has been allied, in war or 
in politics, and assuredly he will shipwreck the interests of 
your majesir, as he has done those oi others." 

" Still judging hardly of his most Christian maiesty," said 
James, smiling. " But I have the pledged words of better 
men. From uie noble Dmmmonds, the gallant Keiths, the 
Hays, from the Lord Stormont and the' Murrays, the gay 
Gfordons and Grahames, I have received the most sblemn 
promises of adherence and loyalty; and I know that the 
glorious dans of the northern shires will all rush to my 
standard the moment it is unfurled upon the Highland hiUs. 
Oh, yes ! " continued the king, while his dark eyes flashed 
with joyous enthusiasm ; " once again as in my father's days 
the war-cry of the Grael will ring from Lochness to Lochaber." 

2f2 
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" But where is now Montrose, and where Bimdee ? " said 
Lord Dunbarton in a low voice. 

" Grod will raise up other champions for those who have 
suffered so much in his service as the princes of the House of 
Stuart/' replied the kin^ with catholic fervour and con- 
fidence. "Meantime, Sir Walter, I would have yon to 
set out for Scotland forthwith, to negotiate with those 
distinguished cavaliers, while the minds of my people are 
still inflamed by the memory of that fiend-like massacre at 
^lencoe, the defeat of Steinkirke, the slaughter of their 
soldiers, and all the disgusts incident to the Flemish cacm- 
vaign abroad and WilliMu's administration at home. My 
hord Dunbarton avers that he will pled£;e his honoui^ 
for the loyalty of his old re^ment and the Scottidi. 
Gnards, both horse and foot, for ms countess has questioned 
every man of them. You will not fail to visit Dnunmond of 
Hawthorndon; he comes of a leal and true race, and his 
house, with its deep caverns and secret outlets, is a noble 
place of rendezvous and security. You will be liberally snp* 
plied with money and letters of credit and compliment. You. 
tHAj promise, in my name, everything that seems requisite- 
titles, honours, pensions,— I will trust to your discretion, from 
what the Lord Dunbarton has told me of you. Flatter the 
vain, conciliate the stubborn, secure the wavering, and &re 
-&e loyaL Leave nothing undone, and remember that, 
perhaps on the success of your mission depend the fortune of 
the prince, my son, the ancient liberties of Scotiand, tke 
honour of her people, and the fate of her regal line." 

Glie king ceased, and Walter was so overwhelmed by the 
magnitude of the diplomacy entrusted to him, and the joy at 
returning to Scotland, that he remained silent for some 
moments. 

" Oh, with what a mission does your majesty honour me ! '* 
he exclaimed, glowing with ambition, gratitude, and joy. "How 
eani express mythiuoks for this great confidence reposed in 
one so poor, so mendless P " 

**lhese are good qualities. Sir Walter, for a Jacobite 
agent ; you may (being Mendless and unknown) make your 
way through Scotiana in safety, when a coroneted baron, or 
the chief of a powerfiil sept, would soon be discovered and 
committed to the Castie of Edinburgh or the Tower of London. 
Gk), Sir Walter; Lord Dunbarton and my secretary wiU 
arrange the matters you require, and in addition to my 
holognqph letters to the Lowland lords and Highland chiefs, 
will give you others to Mr. Brown, my English agent, and 
jFather Lmes^ president of the Scots' college at Paris, who 
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acts for me in Scotland. Gro, Sir Walter, and prosper ! If 
ever we meet again, let us hope it will be under yeiy oifferent 
circumstances. May Qod and his thrice-blessed mother keep 
their hands oyer you, and inspire you for the sake of my dear 
little son and the people over whom he is to rule ! Parewell-^ 
I have in some sort rewarded your courage in the field, but 
if your talent in diplomacy equals it, I swear by the sceptre 
that my sires haye borne for ages, you shall be ean of 
Dalrulion in the north, and cock your beayer with the best 
peer in all broad Scotland. Farewell ! may we meet again at 
the head of a loyal and faithful army, or part to meet no 
more." 

Again Walter Fenton kneeled, and after kissing the hand 
of James, was hurried away by the earl of Dunbarton. 

Furnished with a great number of letters addressed to the 
principal nobles and chiefs in Scotland, Walter artfiilly sewed 
them mto the lining of his hat and the stiff buckram skirts of 
his coat, after whicSi, without an hour's delay, he departed on 
his arduous and dangerous mission— to oyertum the es* 
tablished goyermnents of two Idngdoms — ^to hurl down one 
dynasty and restore another. 

Already he had gained a title which formerly he had possessed 
only in his day-dreams of success and glory; out now decorated 
by Louis with his new and famous militajcy order, promised 
a peerage by his king, fired b^ loyally, ardour, andloye, he 
seemed to occupy a giddy eminence, from which he viewed 
distinctly a long and happy future. 

It was a far-stretching and glorious yista of triumph and 
success ; the restoration of the king by his means, and oh, 
far above all, — the exultation of placing a countess's coronet 
on the bright tresses of Lilian I^apier. 



CHAPTEE LIX. 

THB SBTXrSKBD BXILB. 

Then, Mary, torn awa* 

That bonnie face o' thine ; 
Oh, dinna show the breast 

That never can be mine. 

Wi* loTe*s severest pang^s 

M7 heart is laden sair ; 
Arit owre my breast the grass maun grow, 

Ere I am free from care. 



Ik the gloaming of an evening in the autumn of 1693, a 
man left the western gate of Edinburgh, and, skirting the 
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Bubnrb of the Highriggs, strack into the roadway between the 
fields. 

The sickl J rajrs of a yellow sun shining faintly throiiigli the 
mist after throwing the shadows of the gigantic cattle &r to 
the eastward, had died away, and a deeper gloom sooceeding, 
denoted the close of the day as the faU of the flattering leares 
did that of the drear y y ear. 

The stranger was Walter Fenton; but how changed in 
aspect and attire! His iorm was thin and emaciat^ his 
dieek pale, his e^res sunken from the pain of his wouna and 
the toil of campaigning ; but his step was as free, and his 
bearing erect as ever. His attire was of the plainest grey 
freize, with great horn buttons ; a brown scratch wig and a 
plain beaver hat concealed the dark locks that curled ^neath 
them ; he carried a walking staff in lieu of a sword, and 
appeared to lean on it a litue at times. He was now in the 
character of a Low Country mei;chant, and, favoured by a 
passport from the conservator of Scottish privileges at 
Campvere, had an hour before landed from the good ship 
Fame of Queensferry, at the ancient wooden pier of Leith. 

Often he made brief pauses to view the desolate scene 
around him ; for in that year a heavy curse seemed to have 
Mien upon the desolate kmgdom of Scotland. 

On an evening in the preceding summer, when everything 
was blooming and smiling — ^when the land was rich witE 
verdure and the woods were htovy with foliage, a cold wind 
came from the eastward, and, accompanied by a dense and 
sulphureous mist, swept over tiie face of the country, blighting 
whatsoever was touched by its pestilential breath. 

The fields seemed to whiten under its baleful influence ; 
the ripening com withered, and the land was struck with a 
barrenness. Dense, opaque, and palpable, like a chain of 
hills, this strange and horrid vapour lay floating in the 
valleys for many successive months, and there its effects were 
more disastrous. The heat of the sun seemed to diminish, 
the insects disappeared from the air and the birds from the 
withered woods, which, long ere the last month of summer, 
became divested of their fi^ed foliage. The cattle became 
dwarfish and meagre, and the flocks perished by scores on 
the decaying heather of the blasted mountains. The people 
became sicldy, ghastly, and prostrated in spirit ; for a curse 
seemed to have lallen upon the land aiu} all that was in it. 

This terrible visitation continued until the year 1701, and 
the dear yea/rs were long remembered with horror in 
Scotland. 

In Bome places, January and February became the months 
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oi iiarvest, aad, aanid ice and snow, and the sleet that drizzled 
throughthateyerlastdngajid sulphureous mist, the half famished 
pe<^le reaped in eiief and misery a small part of their scanly 
TOToduee, while me other was left to rot in the gronnd. 
^Famine, the lord of all, stalked grimly oyer the land, and 
strong men and wailine women, yea, and feeble children, 
fbnght like wild beasts for a liandM of meal in the desolate 
manret places. 

" There was many a blaxik and pale face in Scotland," says 
Walker, the famous Presbyterian pedlar, " and as the famme 
waxed sore, wires thought not of their hnsbands, nor bosbands 
of their wiyes," and we doomy superstition and fanatical 
intolerance of the time added fresh horrors to this ghastiy 
scourge. 

Hie famine was not yet at its beight; but ilierewas a 
desolation in the aspect of the land that deeply impressed the 
mind of the returned exile, and he sigbed in unison with the 
dreary wind as it swept oyer the blasted muir, ftbnlring 
down the crisped leayes and acorns of stately old oaks of 
Drumsheugh. Saye ilie solitary heron, wadinjs; as of old in 
the lake, not a bird was to be seen, not an insect buzzing 
about the leafless hedges. The air was dense and cold, and 
all was yery stilL 

The country seemed to be wasting like a beautiful woman 
decaying in consumption. Walter felt that the manners of 
^e people were changed ; intense grayity and moroseness, 
real or affected, were yisible in every face, while sad-coloured 
garments, G^neya cloaks, and Dutch fashions were all the 
rage. Eyery trace of the smart moustache had disappeared, 
and with it the slashed doublets, the waying feathers and 
dashing airs of the gallant cayaliers. 

Even the sentinels at the palace gates and the portes of 
the city, might haye passed for those before the Town House 
or Iiasj> Saus at Amsterdam. The smart steel cap of the 
old Scottish infantry had now giyen place to a yast oyer- 
shadowing beayer looped up on three sides, and the scarlet 
doublet fiSuhed with blue, and the jacket of spotless buff, to 
square tailed and yoluminous coats *^of brick-red, with yellow 
breeches and belts worn saltier-wise. 

Bitterly the reflection came home to the heart of the poor 
cayalier, that 

** The times were changed, old manners gone. 
And a atranger filled the Stuart's throne I '* 

Though confldent of succeeding in his diplomacy with the 
loyal lords and chieftains of the Jacobite faction, he was well 
aware how arduous and difficult was the task to oyerthrow 
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tvfo gOTemments so well arranged, ablj constitated and sn]^ 
ported, as those of England and Scotland. It had long been 
the policy of William HI. to conciliate domestic enemies, 
andt^ in pursuance of it, he had bestowed several lucratiye 
offices on the leaders of the discontented and kirk-party. The 
Scottish parliament, which had recently met, received from 
hirn an able and canning letter, replete with flattering and 
cajoling expressions, which put all the Presbyterian lords in 
such excellent humour, that they returned a most dutiful and 
affectionate address — granted him a supply of six new bat- 
talions of infantry, a body of seamen, and one hundred and 
fifty thousand pounds, to enable him to carry on his useless 
wars with new vigour ; but though tiie parliament was thus 
obsequious, the people were far m>m being pleased ; and the 
Jacobites, numerous, enthusiastic, and determined, every- 
where fanned the flames of discord and dissension. 

The institution of fines and oaths of assurance upon 
absentees from parliament, which had direct reference to 
certain cavalier lords and lesser barons, exasperated them as 
much as the horrible massacre of Glencoe did the commonalty, 
who raised throughout the land a cry for vengeance on 
William and his government. 

Walter Fenton reflected on these things as he walked 
onward, and knew that he had come at a critical time. Other 
thoughts soon succeeded, and, graspins his stafl* as he had 
often done his sword, he pushed forward with a sparkling eye 
and reddening cheek. 

Without impairing his nobler sentiments, suffering and 
misfortune had powerfully strengthened his loyalty and 
virtue, as much as campaigning Imd improved his bearing 
and lent a firmness and manly determination to his aspect ; 
but often his brow saddened and the fire of his eye died 
away, when he thought of Finland and those he had been 
permitted to survive and to mourn. 

Glowing with sensations of rapture, and eagerly antici- 
pating the flush of joy that awaited him, he passed the rhinns 
of the beautiful loch, the curious gable-ended old house where 
once the Begent Murray dwelt, and approached the gate of 
Bruntisfield. 

His heart beat painfully ; he was deeply a^tated. Five 
weary years had elapsed smce he had stood on mat spot, and 
it seemed only as yesterday. Through all the hurry of events 
that had swept over him, his memory went baclc to that 
memorable eve of September (of which this was now the 
anniversary) and to the glorious ardour that animated his 
Jbeart on the day he marched for England, when the 
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long line of tho Soottish host woui^d oyer yonder hiU before 
liim. 

Oh, for one hour more of those fierce longings and brave 
impulses ! But alas ! the spirit seemed to have passed away 
for ever. 

He approached the avenue. The old gate with its massive 
arch, its mossy carvings and loopholed wall, had given place 
to a handsome new erection of more modem architecture, 
surmounted by a rich coat of arms ; and Walter felt every 
pulse grow stiU, and eveiy fibre tremble as he surveyed the 
sculptured blazon. 

It bore the saltire of I^apier, engrailed between four roses, 
but quartered, collared, and coroneted with other bearings. 

His heart became sick and palsied. Oh, it was a horrible 
sensation that came over him ; he stood long irresolute and 
apprehensive. 

" Of what am I afraid P " he suddenly exclaimed with the 
enthusiasm of a true and impassioned lover. "There is 
some mistake here ; the house has been sold or gifted away 
like many another noble patrimony to the slaves (h the Stadt- 
holder. Lilian, dear Liuan, when shsdl I hold thee in my 
armsP" 

He was about to rush forward, when a horseman, the glit- 
tering lace on whose brisht-coloured suit of triple velvet, and 
waving ostrich feathers that fluttered in his diamond hatband, 
formed a strong contrast to the sombre fashions of the time, 
dashed down the leaf-strewn avenue on a beautiful charger, 
with the perfumed ringlets of his white peruke dancing in the 
wind — ^for white perukes, from a spirit of opposition, were all 
the rage then, as black had been under the three last princes 
of the old hereditary line. It was Lord Clermistonlee. 

"Hollo, fellow,** he cried imperiously, "keep out of my 
horse's way — dost want thy bones broken P " and giving a keen 
but casual glance at the dejected wanderer, he spurred on- 
ward to the city. 

Suddenly he reined up so sharply as almost to puU his paw- 
ing steed back upon its strained and bending haunches. 

" *Tis he/" exclaimed the proud lord, as he thought aloud. 
" By the great father of confiiion, 'tis he ! How could I mis- 
take, though truly, poor devil, these last five years have sadly 
changed lum. But on what fool's errand comes he here P 
By aU the furies, I knew his lachrymose visage in a moment, 
though the despatches of Dalrymple of Stair, to our lords of 
council, had in some sort prepared me for his return ; and for 
what P — to organize a plot for James's restoration. Poor fool i 
infatuated in love as in poHtics. He behoves in the faith of 
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•women and tbe word of kings ; let ns see how itiey will avail 
him to-nij|ht. 

He smued scomfolly, and twisted the heaw dark mous- 
taches, which he still cherished with more "uian Mahom- 
medan reneration. Alternately sad and bitter thoughts 
swelled wiihin him as he remembered the joyons revelry of 
Sing Charles's days, and the tyranny he ooiud then exerdse 
over aU nonconformists, aad me himting and hosting, dra- 
gooning and drinking of the Govenantii^ wars ; then came 
n^lings of jealousy and revenge that, as they blazed xxp in 
his TOToud breast, bore all before them. 

"How dares he now to prowl before my own gates 
Gadso ! if my Lady Lilian sees him once, there wiU be a 
metty disturbance. A shipload of devils will be nothing to it. 
a?he girl will die, and my own house will become too hot to hold 
me. D-J — ^nation 1 too well have I seen the secret passion that 
has preyed upon her gentle and affectionate headi — ^the grief 
-—the deep consuming grief, that all my magnificent presents 
find gentle blandishments have failed to soome. A thousand 
curses on this upstart beggar,' and a thousand more on the 
mother of mischief, who has raised him up again to cross my 
path. By what nower hath he escaped war and woe, and 
storm and every aan^er, again to thwart and come in the way 
of Glermistonlee, wnose purposes were never yet foiled by 
man, or woman either? Sdeath! the time has come when 
the cord of the doomster, or the axe of the maiden, must rid 
me for ever of this old source of dark forebodings and secret 
inquietude. Ho, for a guard and a warrant of council, and 
then Sir Walter Fenton, knight banneret, the Jacobite spy, 
chevalier of St. Louis, ex-private soldier, and soi-disant 
ensign to the Lord Dunbarton, may look to himself. Ha, 
ha ! ' and dashing spurs into his horse, he galloped madl;^ into 
the city. 



CHAPTER LX. 

THB BUBBLE BURST. 

To linger when the son of life. 
The beam that gilt its path is gone— 

To feel the aching bosom's strife, 
When Hope is dead, but £.000 lives on. 



Anontmous. 

Meanwhile, without recognising Glermistonlee, and not 
Ikware that he had been recoj^nised b;^ him, poor Walter, who 
was of that temperament which is easily raised and depressed. 



THB BCOmSH CATALISB. 443 

tomed away tram the ^te, cnuhed beneatli the load of a 
thousand fears at the sight of so gay a cavalier caraooling 
down the aTenne of Bmntisfieid. 

His heart was overchai^ged with mehtncholy reflectionfl. 
" I hare been away for fire years — in all that time we hare 
never heard of each other. Oh, what if she should have 
deemed me dead y* 

Drawing his last shilling £rom his podcet, the nnfortonaie 
cavalier mtered a poor change-house by tiie wayside, where 
a great si{;nboard erealdnfi^ on an iron rod, and representing 
a portrait m a red ooat ana white wig, and having a tremen- 
dously hoc^ced nose, imported that it was the " £i^ "William's 
head, kept by Lncl^ JESlshender, who promised good enter- 
tainment far "man and beast." 

The small day-floored apartment, with its well-scnibbed 
bonkers, and racK of shining plates and tin trenchers, kmi- 
babies on the mantel-piece, and blaong ingle, where tiuf and 
wood blazed cheerfolfy in a clmnsy iron basket, supported by 
four massive legs, looked very snug and comfortable. 

A persona£;e evidently a divine, long visaged and dark 
f eatnrod, with his lanW sable hair falling on his Geneva bands 
and coat of rusty black, sat warming his spindle legs at the 
warm hearth, and smddng a long pipe, on the bowl of which 
he fixed his great black lustre eyes with an expression of the 
deepest abstraction. It was the£everend Mr. IchabodBum- 
mel, who came every evening as regularl^r as six o'clock 
struck, to smoke a pipe, and hear the passing news at the 
change-house kept by his aunt-in-law ola Elsie, and to bore 
every traveller wno was disposed to hear the abstruse theolqey 
and ponderous arguments advanced in his Bombshell, mr 
that immortal work had been printed at last, in thick quarto, 
and a copy of it now lay xmder his elbow all ready for action 
against tbe first good-natured listener or foolhardy disputant. 

In person, this redoubtable champion of toleration was as 
lean as ever, though the goods and chattels of this world had 
flowed amply upon him of late, notwithstanding the oppres- 
sion and lamine of the time. He had cautiously purchased 
various tofts and pendicles on the banks of the Powbum, and 
to tiiese he gave nard and unusual scriptural names, whioh 
they bear xmto this day, and which the carious may find by 
consulting the City IHrectory. One he named the land of 
Canaan, another the land of Goshen, the limd of Egypt, 
Hebron, and so forth, while the little ronnel that traverses 
them was exalted into the waters of Jordan. Meinie, whom 
he had espoused, had "proved," as he said, " ane fruitful vine," 
for she had brought him four sons, all long-visaged* hoUow- 
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eved, and sepnlcbral counterparts of bimsdfi and he named 
tnem Shem, jBJjan, Japhet, and Icliabod. 

On the opposite side of the ingle, and far back in a comer, a 
naserable-lodnng woman crouched on the stone bench for 
warmth. A tarton phiid was muffled about her shoulders, and 
hidf conceided her noUow cheeks and ghastly visage. She 
seemed a personification of the famine and mis<&ry that 
reigned so mumphantly in Scotland. Her eyes were full of 
ttnnatural lustre ; they flashed like diamon<ls in the light of 
the fire, but had a scrutinizing and stem expression in them 
that stiurtled Walter, and he felt uneasy in her ricinity. 

** It's only puir Beatrix Gilruth, my winsome genueman/' 
aaid Elsie in a low voice ; " she is a gomeral — a natural body 
that bides about the doors, sir ; just a puir, harmless, daf^ 
creature. She'll no harm you, sir. ' 

In the tumult of his mind Walter did not at first recognise 
either Elsie or Ichabod, but assuming an air of as much un- 
concern as he could muster, he called for a bicker of French 
wine, and took possession of a cutty stool which the slipshod 
Elsie placed for him hurriedly and officiously opposite the 
divine, who regarded him with a keen scrutinizing glance, to 
ascertain his probable station in life, his errand, and objects 
in coming hither. He saw that he was a traveller, and being 
on foot must be a poor one. 

" Gh)od e'en to your reverence, for, I presume, I have the 
honour of addressmg a clergyman," said Walter, politely. 

** Hum — ^humph I " answered Ichabod, with a short cough, 
nodding his head, and never once moving his eyes from 
Walter s face. Every man was then doubtful and suspicious 
of strangers Tthe Scots are so to the present hour), and conse- 
quently Ichaood was singularly dry and reserved. But Elsie 
drew near Walter, and looked at him attentively. The grief 
that preyed upon his heart had imparted a singularly prepos^ 
sessing mildness to his features, and a winning cadence to the 
tone (n his voice, but the stark preacher neither saw one nor 
felt the infiuence of the other. 

" A cold night, your reverence." 

" Yea," gasped Ichabod ; and there was another pause. 
J, " My service to you, sir ; wilt taste my wine P 'tis right 
Uascony, and I should be a judge." 

** Yea, having been in those parts where it was j^roduced, 
probably," observed Ichabod, becoming more cunous and 
communicative as he imbibed the lion's share of Walter's 
wine pot, and waited for an answer; but there was none 
j^ven. 

'' Verily, air," began Mr. Bummell, " these are times to 
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chill the souls and bodies of the afflicted. Thou scest ho\r 
sore the famine waxeth in the land, especially in these our 
once fertile Lothians, which whilome were wont to be overflow- 
ing with milk and honej." 

'' Aj," chimed in Elsie, " bat IVe seen them in mair fearfu' 
times, when they were overflowing wi' blude and soldiers." 

" *Tis for that red harvest, woman, that we are visited by 
this lamentable scourge ; plagued even as Egypt was of old. 
In these three fertile shures of Lothian I have seen a wofdl 
chazige since the last harvest, and my heart grows heavy when 
I Ihmk upon it ; but I am about to arise and go forth from 
them for ever." 

" Indeed, sir," said Walter. 

" I have fi:otten a pleasant call from the Lord to another 
kirk " ^ 

" Wi' a better stipend, sir," added the gleeful Elsie. 

" Indubitably," said 1^. Bummel. 

" Twa hunder pound Scots, a braw glebe, four bolls o' beir," 
replied Elsie, counting on her crook^ and wrinkled Angers, 
" aucht chalders " 

" Peace, woman Elsie, for this enumeration of thine savours 
of a love for the things of this life." 

" And a braw pulpit. O, but it*s grand you'll be, Ichabod, 
when in full birr under your soundii^ board. But alake, sir," 
she added, turning to Walter, " arena' these fearfu* times P" 

" Sad indeed, gudewife." 

" I was in the mealmarket this morning, and oh, sirs, it was 
a sight to rend i^e heart of a nether millstane to see the 
hungry bairns and wailin? mothers worrying about the half- 
filled pokes. God help mem ! the puir folk are deeing fast 
the west country we hear." 

*' *Tia a scourge on the land for its former sins," said the 
preacher in his most sepulchral tone ; " but let us hope that 
the faitii of its people will save it ! " 

" You'll hae come from some far awa' country I'm thinking, 
sirP" said Elsie, inquisitively, for the extreme sadness of 
Walter interested her extremely. 

" True, I have, good woman." 

" France, I fancy P that land o' priests and persecution." 

*' From Holland last. I am a merchant, and deal in broad- 
cloths and cart saddles. From Holland last," he repeated, 
for their inquisitiveness made him uneasy. 

"A. blessed land, good youth," said Mr. Bummel. ''I 
sojourned there long when there was a flaming sword over 
the children of righteousness." 

" Beverend sir, canst tell me what are the news among you 
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liareP*' asked Walter, who was in an agony of mind to lead 
the conyerstttion to what lay nearest his heart. 

"Verily, sir, noii^ht but the famine — ^the fiEunine. The 
west winds hath detamed the Flanders mail these two months, 
and we have heard nothing from London these many weeks, 
save anent plots of the Jacobites and Papists, of whilk we 
hare ever enough and to spare." 

" What have you heard of them of late P*' 

" 'Tis said that one Walter Fenton, formerly an officer in 
tibe regiment of Dunbarton (that bloody oppressor of Israel) 
is now tarrying among us, plotting in James's cause, or on. 
some such errand of hell." 

" The rascal," said Walter, drinking to conceal the confu- 
sion that oyerspread his face. 

" Yea," contmued Ichabod, puffing vigorously, and luckily 
inyolving himself in a cloud of smoke. " This morning the 
heralds, in their vainclorious trumpery, were proclaiming at 
the. Cross the reward of a thousand merks to any that will 
bring his head to the privy council ; and the Lom Clermis- 
tonlee, from the good will and affection he bears his majesty, 
offers five hundr^ more !" 

" Do you think he will be found?" 

"Indubitably. The ports are closed, the guards on the 
alert; the messengers-at-arms, macers, and halberdiers are 
all in full chase. He must perish, and so may all who would 
restore the abominations of idolatry ! Here in my Bomhshell 
(a work whilk I have lately imprinted with mickle care and 
toil), if I do not prove, &om the epistles to the Thessalonians, 
thai the great master of popery, the bishop of Some, is the 
grand antidinst therein referred to, I wiU be weU content to 
kiss the bloody maiden that stands under the shadow of the 
Tolbooth gable." 

" Hear tiU him !" cried the delighted Elsie. " Hear till 



him ! O wow, but my Meinie's man is a grand minister — ^he 
rides on the rigging of the kirk !" 

" I am a stranger here," said Walter, no longer able ta 
repress the torture of his mind ; " I know nothing of the vile 
plot you speak of, having been long in the industrious Low 
Countries — and — and — canst tell me, your reverence, whose 
mansion is approached by yonder stately avenue of oaks and 
sycamores P" 

" The house of Bruntisfield— called of old the Wrytes." 

"Aich ay," added Elsie, shaking her head mournfully; 
** but a house o* wrongs now." 

" Wherefore, gudewife P" 

'* It is a lang story,^ honoured sir," replied Elsie^ drawing 
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her stool nearer Walter, and knitting very fast to hide her 
emotion. " The avid line o' the Napiers ended in a lassie, as 
bonnie a doo as the Lowdens three could boast o\ and mony 
came frae baith far and near to the wooin? and winning o* 
her ; but nane cam speed save a neer-do-weef loon o* a cavalier 
officer, to whom she plighted heart and troth — and the plight- 
ing pledge was a deid woman's ring. As might be expected, 
the hellicate cavalier gaed awa* to the wars and plundering in 
the Lowlands of HolEind, and sair mv young lady sorrowed 
for him ; I ken that weel, for I was ner nurse, and mony a 
lang hour she grat in my arms for her love that was far awa*. 
At last word came £rae Low Germaaie that the fause villain 
had married some unco' papistical woman, and, in a mad fit 
o' black despair^ my lady accepted the most determined, if no 
the best o' ner suitors " 

" WhoP" asked Walter, in an unearthly voice, and feeling 
for the sword he .wore no longer. " Who P" 

" Kandal Lord Glermistonlee, and ehow ! but sair hath been 
the change in our gude auld barony since then. Her braw 
lands andfiumsteamngs, her auld patrimcmy, baith haugh and 
holme, loch and lea, brae and bum, are a' melting and fleeing 
awa' by the wasterfa' extravagance o* the wildest loon in a' 
braid Scotland. Hawks and hounds, revellers and roisterers, 
and ill women, thrang the great ha' house firae een to mom, 
and mom till eenin' ; and sae, between the fireaks and follies, 
the pride and caprice o' her lord, my puir doo Lilian leads the 
life o' a blessed martyr. When maa wi' wine and ill luck at 
the dice tables, he rampages ower her like a bull o' Bashan ; 
while, at other times, he just doats on her as a faither would 
on a favourite baim. But, alake ! doating can never remove^ 
the misery that has closed over her for the short time she'll 
likely be amang us — ^for her heart is breaking fast — ^it is — it is !" 

Efere Elsie wept bitterly, and then resumed. 

" Her marriaffe-dajT was ane o' the darkest dool to a' the 
barony, for on mat miserable day our auld lady died ; and a' 
the leal servitors were soon after expelled to mak' room for 
the broken horse-coupers, ill women, and vagabonds, that were 
ever and aye in the train o* the new lord." 

While Elsie ran on thus, Walter heard her not. His mind 
was a perfect chaos of distraction. 

Oh, what a shock were these tidings to one whose head was 
so full of romance and enthusiasm, and whose heart was 
brimming with sensibility and love ! 

He felt an utter prostration of every faculty, and a deadly 
coldness seemed to pass over the pulses of nis heart. H!& 
arose, and laying on the table the last coin he possessed in 
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the world, hurried forth without waiting for chanfi^e, and, 
bent onvome desperate deed, blind and reckless, wim anger, 
agony, and despair in his soul, he entered the dark shadowy 
avenue, and approached the old castellated mansion — tiie 
place of so many tender memories. 



CHAPTEE LXI. 

LOYE AND HASSIAGE ABE TWO. 

Oh, these were only marks of Joy, forsooth. 
For his return in safety ! Were they so ? 
And so ye may bdieye, and so my words 
Ifay fall unheeded ! Be it so ; what comes 
Will nevertheless come. 

AOAMXUNON or JEaCBYLVS. 

The shadows of the gloomy evening had deepened as he 
a{)proached the ancient place of Bnmtisfield, and its dark 
facade, its heavy projecting turrets and barred casements, 
inipressed him with additional sadness. 

The wind sighed down the lonely avenue, and whirled the 
fallen leaves as it passed. Manv a raven flapped its wings 
and screamed discordantlv above his head, and all such sounds 
had a powerful effect on nim at the time. 

Gonfiised, despairing, and feeling a sentiment of profound 
contempt and anger, struggling for mastery with his old and 

Sassionate love, his heart seemed about to rend with its con- ' 
icting emotions. 

One sensation was ever present — ^it was one of desolation 
and loneliness — ^that he had nothing more to live for ; that the 
world was all a blank. The light that had lone led him on 
through so many miseries and dangers had vanished from his 
view : his idol was shattered for ever. 

He felt that it was impossible to think with calmness ; to 
tear from his breast the dear image and the cherished hopes 
he had fostered there so long — U> exchange admiration for 
contempt— love for indifference. Oh, no 1 it could never be. 
Ages seemed to have elapsed since the sun had set that even- 
ing; while his parting with Lilian, the triumph of KiUy- 
crankie, ^e carnage of Steinkirke, and his mission from the 
kins, seemed all the events of yesterday. 

ae felt sick and palsied at heart. 

Irresistibly impelled to see her, heedless alike of the dan* 

ferous charm of her presence and ilie risk he ran if discovered, 
is whole soul was oent upon an interview, that he might 
upbraid her with her perfidy — hurl upon her a mountain of 
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reprobation and bitterness, of obloquy and scorn, and then 
leave her presence for ever. 

" I am alone in the world," thought he. " This is my native 
labd — ^the land where I had garnered up my heart, my hopes, 
and my wishes, though not one foot of it is mine save the sod 
that must cover me. Of all the tens of thousands that tread 
its soil, there is not one now with whom I can claim kindred, 
who would welcome me in coming, or bless me in depmting- 
not one to shed a tear on the grave where I shall lie. Oh ! it 
is very sad to feel one's self so desolate. Where now are all 
those brave companions with whom I was once so daring, so 

1'oyous, and so gay P Alas ! on a hundred fields their Ij^nes 
ie scattered, and I alone survive to mourn the glonr of the 
days that are gone for ever ! Oh, never more sh^ the drum 
beat or trumpet sound for me ! Oh, never more shall love 
or glory fire my heart again! Oh, never more, for the 
hour is passed and giever can return" — and he almost wept, 
80 intensely bitter were his thoughts of sorrow and regret. 

The barbican gate stood ajar, and the old and well-remem- 
bered doorway at the foot of tke tower was also oben ; they 
seemed to 'invite his entrance, and, careless of the conse- 
quences, he went mechanically forward. 

The oldportrait on horseback, the trophy of arms, and the 
wooden Flemish dock, with Tts monotonous tick-tack, still 
occupied the vaulted lobby. Everything seemed as he had 
«een them last. He turned to the left and entered the cham- 
ber-of-dais, breathless and trembling, for he seemed instinct- 
ivdy to know that she was there. 

He entered softly, and overpowered by the violence of his 
conflicting emotions, stood rooted to the spot. The old cham- 
ber, with its massive panelling and rich decorations of the 
Scoto-French school, was partially lighted by the ruddy glow 
from the great fireplace, and by the last deep red flush of the 
departed sun that streamed through its grated windows. 

The dark ftimiture, the grotesque cabinets with their 
twisted columns, the stark chairs, with their knobby backs 
and worsted bobs, the ^rim full-length of Sir Archibald 
Napier, cap-a-pie h la cuirassier, the aormant beam, with its 
loaa of lances, swords, and daggers, were all as Walter had 
last seen them ; but the old lady's well-cushioned chair, her 
long walking cane and ivory virreled spinning-wheel had long 
since disappeared ; and hawk's-hoods, hunting horns, spurs, 
whips, ana stray tobacco-pipes lay in various places, while in 
lieu of Lady Grizers sleek and pampered tom cat, a great 
wiry, red-eyed, sleuth hound slept on the warm hearth-rug. 
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On all this Walter bestowed not a glance, for his eyes and his 
soul became immediatelj rivetted on tiie figure of Lilian. 

With her head leaning on her hand, she sat within the 
deep recess of a western window, and the &int hglit of the 
settmg snn lit np her features and edged her ringlets with 
^Id. She was absorbed in deep thought. 

Lilian, who for days, and months, and years, in health and 
in sickness, in danger and in safety, in sorrow and in joy, had 
never for a moment been absent m>m his thoughts, was now 
before him, and yet he had not one word of greetmg to bestow. 
He seemed to be in a trance — ^to be oppressed by some hor- 
rible dream. 

He observed her anxiously and narrowly. Nothing coold 
be more tender than the love that was expressed in his eyes, 
and nothing more acute than the agony expressed by his con- 
tracted features. 

Lapse of years, change of circumstancap and of thought, had 
considerably altered me appearance of Lilian. The light- 
hearted, slender, and -joyous girl had expanded into a stately, 
grave, and melancholy matron. Oh, what a change those 
-five sad years had wrought ! Her dress was nlagni^eent, as 
became the wife of a Scottish noble ; her figure, thouffh still 
slisht, was faUer and rounder than of old ; her faoe,ttiough 
stm dignified and beautifol, was paler ^ even sickly. £^ 
blue eyes seemed to have lost much of their former briUiancy, 
and to have gained only in softness of expression. Her dark 
lashes were cast down, and her aspect was sad and touching. 
The bloom of her lip and her cheek had faded away together, 
for heavily on her uTectionate heart had the hand of si^ering 
weiffhed. 

She wept, and the hearfc of Walter was melted within him. 
Had all the universe been his he would have given it to have 
embraced her. He sighed bitterly, but dared not to approach. 

*' He is gone," said Lilian, — '' gone to spend another nig^t 
in riot ana debaudiery, while I am left ever alone. Periiaps 
'tis well, for often his presence is intolerable. Woe is me ! 
Oh, how different was the future I once pictured to my 
imagination !'* 

The sound of that dear voice, which had so often come to 
him through his dreams in many a far and foreign camp and 
city, made Walter tremble. He was deeply moved. The fire 
in the arched chimney, which had been smouldering, now sud- 
denly shot up into a broad and ruddy blaze that lighted the 
whole chamber. Lilian turned her head, and instantly grew 
pale as death, for full on the image of him who occopied her 
thoughts— of Walter Fenton, hollow eyed, emaciated, and 
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suTO^rted on a walking-staff— fell the bright stream of that 
fitim light. He looked so unearthly, so motionless and 
spectral^ that Lilian's blood ran cold. 

She wonld haye screamed, but the cry died away npon her 
lips. After a moment or two her spirit rallied ; her respira- 
tion, though hnrried, became more free; her face blushed 
scarlet up to the very temples, and then became ashy pale, as 
before, and her gla^ eyes resumed their wild and mquirinff 
expression. She arose, but neither advanced nOir spoke. All 
power seemed to have left her. 

" Oh, Lilian ! Lilian !" said the poor wanderer, in a TQice of 
great pathos ; " after the lapse of five Ions years of exile aikL 
sufiPenng, what a meeting is this for us I under what a course 
of perils have the hope of my return and your truth not sus- 
tained me f My Grod ! that I should find you thus. Is this 
the welcome I expected P" 

Summoning aU her courage and that seK-possession which 
women have in so great a degree, Lilian (thoueh her eyes 
were fail of tears), arerted her £Eu;e, and recalled the fatal 
letter of Finland, on which had turned the whole of her future 
£&te. 

** Look at me, adorable Lilian !" said Walter, kneeling, and 
stretching his arms towards her. 

Lilian dared not to look ; but she trembled violently, and 
sobbed heavily. 

" Look at me, beloved one " said Walter, wildly and 
passionately. " Changed though I aoi, and thoueh another 
holds your neart, you cannot have forgotten^me, orleamed to 
view me with aversion and contempt. If this lord ha^ won 
your affection—" 

" Oh, say not that, Walter," sobbed Lilian, " do not say my 
affection." 

" Oh, horror ! what misery can equal such an avowal P My 
fatal absence has undone us both." 

" Say, rather, your fatal inconstancy." 

" Mme P" reiterated Walter. 

" Oh, yes, yes ; upbraid me not," said Lilian, in a piercing 
voice. " I was faithful and true until you forsook me for 
another. To Grod I appeal," she cried, raising her clasped 
hands and weefnng eyes to heaven, " kneeUng I appeal if ever 
in word, or thongnt, or hope, I swerved in truth from thae, 
dear Walter, imtil tidings of your maniage reached me ; 
when, stung by jealousy, by pride, by disappointment and 
despair, and urged by the unmerited contcunely that had 
fallen upon me, I yielded to the exhortations of my friends, 

2o2 
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and in an evil hour ." She covered her face with hep 

hands, and could say no more. 

" Heaven preserve my senses !" ejaculated Walter Fenton, 
'* for here the wiles of hell have been at work. We have been 
deceived, cruelly deceived, dear Lilian, by some deep-laid plot 
of villany which this right hand shall yet unravel and re vense. 
And you are the wife of Clermistonlee P Hear me, uniSr- 
tunate ! You are less than — ah, how shall I say it P Yoa 
are not and cannot be his wife !" 

" You rave, poor Walter. Our doom is irrevocably sealed. 
Our paths in life must be for ever separate. Oh, for the love 
of gentle mercy begone, and let us meet no more, for at tiiis 
moment I feel my brain whirling, and I am trembling on tiie 
very verge of madness." 

'' Lilian, this is the 20th of September," said Walter. 

" Cruel, cruel ; do not speak of it," said she, wringing her 
hands. ''For heaven's sake leave me, and take back the 
pledge— the ring, for to retain it longer were a sin, and too 
long nave I sinned in treasuring it as I have done." 

Unlocking a cabinet, she drew from a secret drawer a ring 
to which a riband was attached, and offered it to Walter, but 
he never approached. 

"We have been cruelly duped, dear Lilian; but oh, how 
eould you doubt me, for never did I mistrust you P But hear 
me, though my words should crush your heart as mine just 
now is crushed. Alison Gifford, the first wife of Lord Cler- 
mistonlee yet lives, though (as she told me) dead to him and 
to the world for ever !" 

" What new horror is this P" said Lilian, pressing her hands 
upon her temples. 

Li a few words her unhappy lover e^qplained how he had 
become acquainted with the existence of Lady Clermistonlee. 

** Oh, this is indeed to bruise the bruised — ^to heap braaads 
upon a burning heart," said Lilian, as she sank into a chair 
and covered her face with her hands. A long pause enaued, 
till Walter said in a low and trembling voice, 

"Lilian, do you really love this man — this Clermistonlee P" 

" Ho is my husband. 

" It is impossible you can love him !" 

"Love him!— oh, no! custom has in part overcome the 
aversion with which I once regarded him, and by his able 
flattery he has succeeded in soothing me into a temper of kind 
indifference and quiet resignation — but oh, this interview — " 

Walter, who had never dared to diminish the distance be- 
tween them, gazed wistfully and tenderly upon her ; but at 
that moment an infaut that was sleeping in its cradle awoke. 
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and cried aloud. Its voice seemed to sting him to the heart, 
and he turned abruptly to withdraw. 

"Farewell, LiHan," said he ; " J wiU go, and my presence shall 
disturb your serenity no more. May you be happy, and may. 
God bless and forgive you for the agony I now endure ! Cler- 
mistonlee, like the matchless villain he has been through life, 
has wronged us both ; but let him tremble in the midst of his 
success and his treason, for the hour is coming when our king 
shall enjoy his own again, and remember that in that hour the 
same hana which rends the baron's coronet from the brow of 
your betrayer, bestows on me the earldom of Dalrulion! 
Farewell," said he through his clenched teeth ; " to me the 
paths of ambition and revenge are open still, though those of 
nappiness and love are closed, alas, for ever I" He gave her 
one long glance of agony, and turned to depart ; but at that 
moment strong hands were laid upon him violentlj^— the room 
was filled wim soldiers and the beagles of justice ; he was 
dragged down and bound with cords, ere he could make the 
slightest effort in his own defence. 

" An out-and-out Jacobite, Papist, and a* the rest o* it — I' 
ken by the look o' him ! " cned Maclutchy, the macer^ 
flourisning his hadse of office. ** Here will be some grand 
plots brought to lignt, that will bring half the country under 
doom o' foi^eiture and fine. Kittle times, lads ! kittle 
times ! " • • 

"Away with him!" cried Clermistonlee, spuming the 
manacled unfortunate with his foot ; " away with him. The 
lords of the privy council meet in an hour. Lose no time — 
for by all the devils ! the corbies of the Burghmuir shall pick 
his bones ere the morrow's sun be set." 

As Walter was roughly dragged away, Lilian threw her 
hands above her head, uttered one wild shriek, and fell for- 
wiffd on her face, motionless as if dead. 



CHAPTEE LXIL 

THE BING ASD THE 8ECBET. 

See tiie cypress wreath of saddest hue. 

The twhung destmy threading through ; 

And the serpent coil is twisting there — 

While regazdless of the victim*s prayer. 

The flend langhs out o*er the mischief done. 

And the canker-worm makes the heart liis throne. 

Thk Pbophbcv. 

Twelve o'clock tolled heavily and sadly from the steeple 
of St. Giles. 
It was a bleak and cold night. The lords of the privy 
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oonncil, muffled up in their well-forred Tocaaelaxues, with 
their hats flapped over their periwigs, ascended firom the sub- 
terranean yaiuts under the Parliunent House, where ^ej 
held their dreaded oonclayes> and hurried away to their resi- 
dences in the yarious deep and steep wynds of the ancient 
cit^. Mersington, who, overcome by sleep and wine, had re- 
mained at the table until roused by maoer Madutch^, was 
the last to come forth, and he stood rubbing his eyes in the 
Parliament-square, and watching the black gigantic statue of 
Xing Charles with steady srayi^, for he coma haye awom at 
that moment that it seemed to l>e trotting hard towards him. 
His rallying Acuities were scattessd again by a stranger 
violently jostling him. • 

*' Hauo, ye dyvour loon ! " exclaimed the incensed senator ; 
*' I am the Lord Mersington.'* 

"And what art doing here, pumpkinheadP" asked Cler- 
mistonlee, who was quite breathless by having rushed up 1^ 
Back Stairs, as those flights of steps which ascended from 
the Cowgate to the Parliament-square were named. ** Are 
the proceedings over? Hath the villain confessed? Is he 
todieP" 

" They are over, and he shall die conform to the act." 

" And how went the proceedings ? " 

" Deil kens ; I sleepit the haill time." 

" Driveller ! " cried Clermistonlee in a towering passion ; 
" 'tis like thee ; your head is as empty as my purse '* 

** Hee, hee, ye seem a bonnie temper to-night. !But what 
detamedyou me the board, when ye knew you were principal 
witness P " 

" The sudden indisposition of Lady Clermistonlee made it 
impossible for me to le|ive !]%runtisfield, — ^but I have this 
moment galloped in from the Place." 

" You are a kind and considerate gudeman," said Mersing- 
ton drily. 

" Ana what did this fellow confess P " 

" His abhorrence of you " 

"Ha! ha!" 

" His hatred of the present government, and his weariness 
o' this life. He spoke unco dreich and sadly, puir callant, — 
and sae I fell fast asleep and dozed like a ton." 

" And did not that gooseoap, the king's aavocate, giye him 
a twinge or two of the torture P " 

" "We brought some braw things to light without the help 
o' rack or screw. The tails o' his coat were as fo' o' treason, 
as an egg's fu' o' meat. There were five-and-twenty auto* 
gr&jk letters frae the bluidy and papistical Duke Jameo ■ ■ ' 
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*' Staff ! But lately he was styled His most Sacred Majesty, 
by the grace of God, and so forth." 

" I speak 80 we wrote it in the council minutes. Eive-and- 
twcnty letters to the cut-throat Hieland chiefs, to the Murrays 
of Stormont, the Drummonds, and others, some slee tod 
iowries we have long had our een on. But maist of a' was a 

notable plot of that d ^ned jaud Madame Maintenon to 

assassinate King William." 

" Hah ! " 

" From a paper found, it appears that a certain Monsieur 
Dumont is now disused as a soldier in our confederate army 
in Flanders, watchmg an opportunity to shoot the king and 
escape." 

" jBy St. Greorge, I hope the aforesaid Monsieur Dumont is 
a good shot — a regular candle-snuffer ! " 

" Our culprit, Fenton, knew not of Maintenon's plot, or of 
her papers oein^ among those on his person. He looked 
black dumbfoundered when Maclutchy drew them frae a 
neuk in his coat-tail." 

" And to whom were they directed P " 

'* To qne Widow Doufflas, whilk the king's advocate avers 
to be no other than the Lady Dunbarton. Fenton grew red 
with anger on their being read, and smote his forehead, say- 
ing, ^ "Dwpe that I "have been! the Tiohle Due de Chartres 
warned me to beware of De Maintenon ; biU let it pass : * and 
here, as I said, I fell fast asleep, until a minute ago. But 
come, let us have a pint of sack ; I am dean brainbradsed wi' 
drouth, and I warrant Lucky Dreep, in the Kirk-o'-field- 
wynd, keeps open-door yet." 

" And he dies P " said Clermistonlee, who could think of 
nothing but glutting his revenge. 

" Early to-morrow morning, by the bullet." 

" I would rather it had been by the cord. How came our 
considerate councillors to shoot instead of hang him P " 

"Soldiers, ye ken, are often soft-hearted -when, other men 
are in stem mood ; so auld Greneral Livingstone, after plead- 
ing hard for Fenton's life, and failing, procored what he 
called an honourable commutation of the sentence, for which 
the puir gomeral cavalier thanked him as if it had been a 
reprieve." 

" Cord or bullet, it matters not. So perish all who would 
cross the purposes of Eandal of Clermistonlee." 

His lordsmp for once resisted the importunities of his 
friend, and instead of adjourning to a tavern, rode slowly and 
reluctantly back to his own house. He felt a strange and 
unaccountable presentiment of impending evil, for wmch he 
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could not account, but endeavoured to throw it from him. 
The eflTort was vain. 

He felt himself a villain. A load of long-accumulated 
wickedness oppressed his proud heart ; it was not without ita 
better traits, and writhed as he reflected on some events in his 
past life. 

"Alison! Alison!" he exclaimed, turning his dark eyes 
upwards to the star-studded firmament, " now thy curse is 
coming heavily upon me." 

His principal oread was the death of Lilian, for he had 
learned to love her with tolerable sincerity, but he know not 
the secret which Walter had revealed to her, and the conse- 
quent intensity of her horror, aversion, shame, and anger. 
He knew not the tempest it had raised in her sensitive breast 
against him. 

When he entered the chamber-of-dais, she was seated near 
a tall silver lamp. The glare of the untrimmed light fell full 
upon her face, and its ghastly and altered expression struck 
a mortal dullness on the heart of her husband. He said 
not a word, but walking straight to a buffet, filled a large 
silver cup several times with wine, and always drained it to 
the bottom. The liquor mounted rapidly to his brain ; he 
threw himself into a chair opposite Lilian, and heedless of 
the perfect scorn tiiat quivered m her beautiful nostrils, and 
sparkled in her brilhant eyes, began leisurely to unbutton his 
ndin^ gambadoes of red stamped maroquin, whistling a merry 
huntmg-tune while he did so. 

It was easier for him to requite scorn with scorn than give 
tenderness for love. 

"Confusion on the buttons!" he exclaimed. "Juden! 
Juden ! Tush ! I forgot : poor Juden hath been with the 
devil these three years. There is none now of all my rascally 
household who will share with me the morrow's glut of ven* 
geance as thou wouldst have done, my faithful Juden." 

Lilian wrung her attenuated hands ; Clermistonlee regarded 
her sternly, and then bursting into a loud laugh, as he threw 
away his boots and spurs, chanted a verse from the old black- 
letter ballad of Gilderoy : — 

" Beneath the left ear so fit for a cord 
A rope so charming a zone is ; 
Thy youth in his cart hath air of a lord, 
And we cry— there dies an Adonis ! " 

" Ha ! ha ! I shall see his head on the Bow-port to-morrow, 
madam." 

" Lifamous and wicked ! " exclaimed Lilian, feeling all her 
'Cid love revived with double ardour, and no longer able to 
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Tcsiraiii her sentiments of grief and indignation. " Walter, 
dear and beloved Walter, how cruelly have I been deceived ! " 
and drawing from her bosom the ring, — ^his mother's ring, 
the pledge of his betrothal, she pressed it to her lips with 
fervour. 

The brow of the proud Clermistonlee grew black as thunder, 
and he grasped her slender arm with the tenacity of a falcon. 

" Surrender this bauble, that I may commit it to the flames. 
Surrender it, madam, lest I dash thee to the earth ; for at 
this moment I feel, by all the devils ! my brain spinning like 
a jenny." 

" Give him the ring. Lady LiHan ; give it, for the sight of 
it win arrest his vision, even as the letters of fire arrested the 
eyes of Belshazzar and smote him with dismay. Sweet lady, 
let h\m look upon it," said the voice of a woman. 

They turned, and beheld the pale, emaciated, and haggard 
yisase of Beatrix Gilruth, halt shaded by a tattered ts^tan 

Elaid. Taking advantage of Lilian's momentary surprise, her 
nsband snat^ed the rmg from her, and was about to hurl it 
into the fire, when, incited by the woman's words, and impelled 
by some mysterious and irresistible curiosity, he looked upon 
it, and the effect of his single ^nce acted like magic upon 
liim. He quitted his clutch of Lilian's ma, trembled, grew 
pale, and turning the ring again and again, surveyed it with 
intense curiosity. 

"How came Ae to have this ring?" he muttered; "what 
strange mystery is here? If it should be so O, im- 

possible ! " 

He pressed a spring that must have been known only to 
himself, for Lilian h^ never discovered it in all the myriad 
times she had surveyed it, and Walter himself was ignorant 
of the secret when he bestowed the trinket upon her. The 
lapse of years had stiffened the spring ; but after a moment's 
pressure from the finger of Clermistonlee, a little shield of 
gold unclosed, revealing a minute and beautifrd little minia- 
ture of himself, which in earher days had been one of the 
happiest efforts of the young Medina s pencil. 

" 'Twas my bridal gift to Alison," he exclaimed in a voice 
of confusion and remorse. " Oh, Alison, Alison ! many have 
I loved, but never one like thee. Never again did my heart 
feel the same ardour that fired it when I placed this ring on 
your adorable hand. Unfortunate Alison I " 

" This ring was tied by a riband around the neck of Walter 
Eenton, when a little child he was found by the side of his 
dead mother m the Greyfriars churchyard," said Lilian in a 
breathless voice. 
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<< Confrision and misery ! 'tis impossible this oaa be trae ; 
there is some diabolical mistake here. Woman, say fortk." 

Beatrix gave Clermistonlee a bitter and malieioos smile, 
and addressed LUian. 

" "Walter's mother, sweet lady, gave that ring to ELroet 
Fenton, who, next to myself, was the most iamsted of her 
Attendants, and bade her travel from Paris to Scotland, and 
driver the child and the bridal gift together to her husband — 
to Bandal of Clennistonlee." 

Lilian covered her face, and the fiery lord, whose first 
emotions were generally those of anger, surveyed Bealzix as 
if she had been a coiled-up snake. She spoke alowly, and 
made long pauses, for aware that her -wards were as daggers 
she dealt them sparingly. 

" After long suffering and great peril by sea and land, this 
poor woman reached Edinburgh, but failea to meet the &ther 
of the infant committed to her care ; for then he was in amuB 
with the men of the Covenant, hoping by any dvil broil or 
oommotionrto repair the splendid patrimony his excesses had 
dissented. Elspat being unable to give a very coherent 
account of herself, was declared a nonconformist by the 
anthorities, and thrown with thousands of others into the 
Grey&iars kirkyard, where, in that inclement season, she 
perished; but the child was foimd and protected by the 
soldiers of Dunbarton. That child is Walter Fenton ; he is 
your son. Lord Clermistonlee ! the child of your once-loved 
Alison Gifford. I call upon Heaven to witness the truth of 
my assertion ! His own name was Walter (ah ! can you have 
forgotten that?) his nurse's Fenton. I saw her aie, and I 
alone knew the secret, and have Ireasured it till this hour-^ 
this hour of vengeance upon thee, thou false and wicked lord ! 
In my wicked spirit of revenge too long have I kept the 
secret ; but now this blameless and noble youth is doomed to 
death, and fain would I save him, for he is innocent, and good, 
and generous ; in all things, oh, how much the reverse d 
tiieer 

''Maniac, thou hest!" exclaimed Clermistonlee, whose 
heart beat wildly. " I cannot believe this tale of a tub, which 
is told to affiright me. And yet, how dare I reject it P— the 
ring—Walter— my God ! " 

** Ha ! has Beatrix the wronged, the scorned, the despised, 
the neglected Beatrix, wrung your heart at last P Fool ! fool ! 
Did'st thou never suspect the volcano that slumbered here P " 
she exclaimed, laying her hand upon her heart. " Did'st thou 
never perceive the name that smouldered in my breast^-4he 
jreammgB, the throbbings, the fierce longing to be adequately 
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revenged on thee who liad brought me to rain and madness, 
and had abandoned me to penury and privation P Wretch ! 
'tis twenty»five years since ye be&ayed me. Time has rolled 
on — ^time, that soothes all sorrows and softens every affliction, 
and teaches ns to forget the wrongs of the living — ^yea, and 
iJie virtues of the dead ; and perhaps to wonder why we hated 
one and loved the other, — time, I say, has rolled on to many 
miserable years, until I have become the hideous thing I am» 
but it nev^ lessened one tithe of my longing for vengeance 
for the Uiousand taunts and contumelies ^t succeeded my 
first sacrifice for Ihee. You say I am madr— perhaps I am^ — 
but mark me— a woman* s sorrow passes like a summer cloud, 
hut her vengeamce endwrethfor ever ! " 

Clermistonlee smote his forehead, and Beatrix laughed like 
a hysena. 

" My Grod— unhappy Walter ! " said Lilian in a voice that 
pierced ^e heart of^him she abhorred to deem her husband. 
" Then she who saved and nursed thee on the field of Stein- 
kirke was thy mother — thy mother, and she knew it not ? Oh, 
this was the secret sentiment, the heaven-bom thought that 
spoke within her and made her heart so mysteriously yearn 
towards thee. Unfortunate Walter! how deeply have we 
been wronged — ^how bitterly must we suffer I " 

"And tiU now, thou accursed fiend, this terrible secret has 
been concealed from me ! " said Clermistonlee furiously, as 
he half drew his sword. • 

Beatrix laughed and tossed her arms wildly. 

" Oh, horror upon horror ! woe upon woe ! " said lilian in 
a voice of the deepest anguish as she wrung her hands, and^ 
taking up her litue infant firom the cradle, kissed it tenderly 
on the forehead, and retired slowly firom the room. 

"Lilian — Lilian," cried her husband, "whither go ye, 
ladyP" 

" To solitude — ^to solitude," she munhured. " Anywhere 
to save me from my own terrible thoughts — anywhere to hide 
me from the deep disgrace you have brought upon me ; to 
any place where never again the light of day shall find me." 

Clermistonlee heard her li^ht steps on the staircase, and 
they fell like a knell on his heart : mipelled by some secret 
and mysterious impulse, he followed her to her own apari> 
ment, \he door of wnich he had heard close behind her. There 
was no sound. within it. 

He entered softly ; but she wds not there ; and from that 
moment she was never beheld again ! Every ultimate search 
proved fruitless and unavailing. A veil of impenetrable 
mystery hung over her fate. • • • 
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A sndden thought flashed on the mind of Olermistonlee. 
The day dawn was breaking as he descended the staircase, 
after fruitlessly calling on Lman through various apartments. 

" I may, I must saye him yet — ^unfortunate youth, a father's 
arms shall yet embrace him. Oh, my hapless and deeply- 
wronged AHson ; fortune may yet enable me in some sort to 
repair the atrocities of which I haye been guilty. My horse ! 
my horse ! " and, rushing to the stable, he saddled and bridled 
a fleet steed, and in five minutes was galloping furiously back 
to the city, the walls and towers of which arose before him, 
red and sombre in the rays of the morning sun. 



CHAPTER LXIII. 

THE IBON BOOM — ^THE DEATH SHOT. 

Ay, I had planned foil many a sangroine sfiheme 
Of earthly happiness— romantic schemes, 
And fraught with loveliness -.—and it is hard 
To feel the hand of death arrest one's steps. 
Throw a chill blight o'er all one's budding prospects. 
And hurt one's soul untimely to the shades. 
Lost in the gaping golf of blank oblivion. 

HXNBT KiRKK WhITX. 

The iron ro.om of the ancient Tolbooth of Edinburffh was 
a dreary yault of massiye stonework, and was named, so in 
consequence of its strength and security. A low heayy arch 
roofed it, and the walls fipom which it sprung were composed 
of great blocks of roughly hewn stone elaborately built. Here 
and there a chain hung m)m them. The floor was payed, and 
the door was a compScated mass of iron bars, locks, bolts, 
and hinges. A single aperture, high up in the wall, admitted 
the coldmidni^ht wind through its deep recess. 

An iron cruise burned on a clumsy wooden table, near 
which sat Walter Fenton, the condemned, with his face 
coyered by his hands, and his mind buried in sad and melan- 
choly thoughts. 

One bridit' and solitary star shone down upon him through 
the grated window, flashing, dilating, and shrinking ; emu 
he gazed upon it wistfully — ^for it was his only companion — 
the partner or the witness of his solitude^ and his sorrow. 
Once he turned to look upon it — ^but it had passed away. 

He reflected that neyer again would he behold a star 
shining in the firmament. 

Sad, bitter, and solitary reflection — for a few hours was all 

that was left him now; and, though the sands of life were 

ebbing fkat, one absorbing thought occupied his mind — ^that 
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Lilian was false and his rival triumpliaiit ; that all his long- 
cherished schemes and dreams of love and happiness, glorj 
and ambition, were frustrated and blasted irredeemably and 
for ever. 

He was to die ! 

The infliction of pnnishment immediately after trial was 
anciently practised in all criminal cases, and the victim was 
nsnally led from the presence of the judge to the scaffold. 

Walter had been doomed to death as a traitor, a raiser of 
sedition, and a deserter from the Scottish forces ; the last ac- 
cusation, in support of which his signed oath of fealty to the 
Estates of Scotland, had been produced in council by general 
Sir Thomas Livingstone, commander-in-chief of tne army, 
saved him the dishonour of dying on the sibbet. 

The door of the iron room was openea stealthily, and the 
heavy bolts and swinging chaLos were again rattling into their 
places, when Walter slowly raised his head. His eye had 
become haggard, and his face was overspread with a aeathly 
pallor. The tall spare form of the Eevercnd Mr. Ichabod 
Bummel stood before him, clad in his ample black coat, with 
its enormous cuffs and pocket-flaps, his deep waistcoat, and 
voluminous grey breedies. He removed his broad hat, and 
smoothed down the lon^ lank hair which was parted in a seam 
over the top of his cranium, and fell straight upon each shoul- 
der. He did not advance, but continued to press his hat upon 
his breast wii^ both hands, to turn up his eyes and groan 
mournfully. 

" Poor youth V he began, after two or three hems ; " poor 
youth ! now truly thou lookest like an owl in the desert, yea, 
verily, even as one overtaken in the Slough of Despond. ]N ow 
ihou seest how atrocious is the crime of rebellion, and how 
bitter its meed. Now thou seest how wicked is the attempt 
to overturn our pure and blessed kirk as by law establishea, 
and to substitute anarchy and confusion for peace and bro- 
therly love, and to involve the innocent with the guil^ in one 
common destruction. Ewhow 1 O guilty madness — O miser- 
able infatuation, that for. the phantom of kingly and hereditary 
right, would rutiilessly hurl back the land into the dark abyss 
of popery, restore the abomination of the mass, and substitute 
the vile and tyrannical James for that beloved prince of our own 
persuasion, now seated on Britain's triple throne, if not. by 
that imaginary hereditary right, at least by the laws of the 
land, and the voice of those mat are above it — ^yea, mark me, 
youth, above it — ^the ministers of the gospel. The piou^ and 
glorious William hath been our saviour from the devilish 
practices of popery, and the machinations of all those spurious 
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cshildren of Luther and of Calyin, the Seekers, the Libertines 
and Lidependents, Brownists, Separatists and Familists, 
Antitrinitarians, Arians, Socinians, Anti-Scripturists, Ana- 
baptists, Antinomians, Arminians, and a myriad other teachers 
of neresy, and preachers of schism — ^whilk, my brethren — my 
brother, I mean — ^may Beelzebub confound ! Oh, youth, how 
wicked and ungracious it is in tiiee to reject the stately fig- 
tree with its sweetness and ^ood fruit, and raise up the 
ancient thorn and prickly bramble to reign over us !" 

" My good sir," replied Walter, " it is but a poor specimek 
of Presbyterian charity this, to come hither to a dismal vault, 
to heap contumely on the head of the fallen, to humble one 
who is already humbled — ^to bruise the bruised. Good sir, is it 
kind or charitable to rail at and exult over me in this my 
great distress?" 

At this unexpected accusation, tears stated into the eyes of 
Ichabod Bummel, who was really a ^ood man at heart, 
though his virtues were sadly obscured oy the fanaticism of 
the tmies. 

*' Do not misunderstand me, good youth," he replied 
hurriedly ; " and do me not this ^at injustice. I come in 
the most humble and Christian spirit, to cheer thy last hour 
in this gloomy hypogeum, and for that godly purpose have 
brought with me a copy of imr Bombshell, a most sweet 
and saroury comforter to the afflicted mind." 

He drew that celebrated quarto from his voluminous 
pocket, laid it on the table, and opening it at certain places, 
turned down the comers of the leaves. He then produced 
a thick little black-letter psalm-book, the board of which 
bore the very decided impression of a Bothwell-brig bullet ; 
he adjusted a great pair of round horn spectacles on his 
hmg hooked nose, and in a shrill voice began his fSeivourite 
chimt: 

" I like an owle in desert am," &c. 

So much did he resemble the feathered type of wisdom, tiiat 
Walter could scarcely r^ess a smile. 

" Young man, wkererore dost thou not join with me P " 
asked thedivine, raising his black eyebrows and looking at 
Walter alternately under, over, and through his barnacles. 

'* Eeverend sir, I never sung a psalm in my life, and really 
cannot do so now." 

" I warrant thou canst sing * Claver'se and his Cavaliers,* 
«SjAg James's March/ 'Eub-a-Dub,' and other profane ditties 
And camp-songs of thy wicked Action and ungodly pro- 
fession," said Ichabod reproachfully. 
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At that moment the deep-mouthed bell of St. Giles, which 
seemed to swing immediately above their heads, gave one long 
and sonorous toll. 

" It is the first hour of the last morning I shall ever spend 
on earth !'• exclaimed Walter, starting up and striking his 
fetters together in the bitterness of his soul. " Oh, Lilian, 
Lilian, how little could we have foreseen of aU this !" 

He wept. 

" 'Tis well — ^no tears can be more precious than these," 
said Mr. Bummel, who thought his exhortations had begun 
to prove effectual. " Soon, good youth, shalt thou reach the 
end of this vale of tears ! Lo ! thy bride already waiteth 
thee, and these tears " 

" You deem those of contrition and remorse. They are 
not, I have done nothing to repent of, or for which I ought 
to feel contrite. I never wronged man nor woman, though 
many have wronged me in more than a lifetime can repay. 
These tears spring only &om bitterness and unavailing regret. 
Have I no Lope of pardon P I care not for life, but mv king 
and the son of my king require my services, and could mj 
blood restore them I would die happy. Where is old Sir 
Thomas Dalyel?" 

" Grone to a warmer climate than Scotland," said Ichabod 




Sir George of EosehaughP" 

** He is gone where lie cannot assist thee." 

" Where is old Colin of BalcarrisP" 

" Fled no one knows whither." 

" Where, then, is dd Sir Eobert of Glenae P " 

" Gone to his last account with other persecutors." 

** All then are dead or in exile, and none is left to be a 
Mend to liie poor cavalier." 

" Save one, said Ichabod, pointing upward. 

'' True, true," replied Walter, and covering his face with his 
hands he stooped over the table and prayed mtently. 

Two o'clock struck, three and four followed, but still he 
remained, as Ichabod thought, absorbed in earnest pray^, 
and kneeling by his side, me worthy minister joinc^ with 
true and pious fervour, till his patience became quite ex- 
hausted. He stirred him, and Walter, who had fallen asleep, 
started up. 

** Is it time P" he asked. 

" Thou hast slept well," said the divine, pettishly ; " out of 
seven hours that were allotted, three have already fled." 

'* My dear and worthy sir, you see how calm*my conscience 
is. Perhaps it is hard to die so young*; but for me life has 
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now lost every charm. Death never has terrors to the brave. 

He opens the gates to a fame and a life that are eternal, and 

when the coffin-lid is closed, sorrow and jesLloiisj, envy and 

woe are excluded for ever. In four hours more mine will have 

closed over me, Kingdoms and cities, the trees of the 

forest, the lakes, the rocks, and the hills themselves, have all 

their allotted periods of existence, and man has his ; for eveiy 

thing must perish — all most die and all must pass away. 

Oh, why then this fooHsh and imavailing regret about a few 

years more or less ? Front to front and foot to foot I have 

often met death on the field of battle, and if without flinching 

I have faced the volley of a whole brigade, that hurled a 

thousand brave spirits into eternity at once, shall I shrink 

from the levelled muskets of twelve base hirelings of the 

Stadtholder P Will Lilian ever look on the grave where 

this heart moulders that loved her so long and so well? 

Oh, no, for now she is the wife of another — oh, my God, 

another ! In all wide Scotland there is not one to regret me, 

to shed one tear for me. I disappear from the earm like a 

bubble on a tide of events, leaving not one being behind me 

to recall my memory in fondness or regret." 

******* 

The great clock of St. Giles struck the hour of seven. 

Muskets rattled on the pavement of the echoing street ; 
the door of the iron room opened, and the gudeman of the 
Tolbooth presented his stem and sinister visage. 

" It is tune," he announced briefly. 

''I am ready," replied Walter, cheerfully, and, with a 
soldier on each side of him, and followed by the clergyman, 
he descended the narrow circular staircase of the prison, and, 
issuing from an arched doorway at the foot, found himself at 
the end of the ediflce. Here he paused and gazed calmly 
around him. 

An early hour wa« chosen for his execution, that few might 
witness it, for there existed in Scotland a strong feeling against 
William's policy; the massacre of Glencoe, the successive 
defeats and neavy expenses of the Dutch wars, rankled bitterly 
in the minds of the people. * 

The lofty streets were silent and shadowy ; scarcely a foot- 
fall was heard in them, and the dun sunlight of the September 
morning had not sufficient heat to exlude the haze of the 
autumnal night. 

A company of Areyle's regiment — ^the perpetrators of the 
Glencoe atrocity — clad in coarse brick-coloured uniform of 
the Dutch fashion, were drawn up in double ranks facing 
inwards on each side of the doorway. They stood with their 
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^irms reversed, and each stooped his head on his hands, 
wiiich rested on the butt of his musket. At the head of 
this lane were four drummers with their drums muffled and 
craped, and a plain deal coffin carried upon the shoulders of 
soldiers. Walter, as he gazed steadily along these hostile 
ranks, saw only the sourest fanaticism visible in every face, 
and in none more so than that of their commander, a hard- 
featured and square-shouldered personage, with a black 
corslet imder his ample red coat, and wearing a red feather 
in his broad hat. He introduced himself as — 

" Major Duncannon, of the godly regiment of my noble 
lord Argyle." Walter bowed. 

" Duncannon !" he rephed ; " your name is familiar to me 
as being liie man who issued. the orders for the massacre of 
G-lencoe." 

Duncannon gave Walter a steady frown in replj to his 
glance of undisguised hostility and contempt, and said, — 

** I obeyed the royal orders of Xing Wilnain HI., to whom 
I say be long life — %nd, like thee, may all his enemies perish 
from Dan to Beersheba ! " 

" I do not acknowledge him ; he hath never been crowned 
among us, nor sworn the oath a Scottish king should swear. 
Shame on you, sir, to rank this false-hearted Dutchman with 
our brave Xing William the Lion. Shame be on you, sir, 
■and all your faction ! " cried Walter, holding up his fettered 
hands, while his cheek flushed and his eyes Idndled with 
energy. " Let our people recollect that the last man whose 
limbs were crushed to a jelly by the accursed steel-boots and 
grinding thumbscrews, was subjected to their agonizing tor- 
ture by the * merciM* William of Orange — ^by the same wise 
prince by whose express orders the bravest of the northern 
tribes was massacred in their sleep and in cold blood ! Let 
our brave soldiers, when the lash that drips with their blood 
is flaying them alive, remember that, like scourging round the 
fleet and keelhauling the hapless mariner, it is an introduction 
of the same pious and magnanimous monarch who planned, 
signed, and countersigned the mandate for l&e ruthless atro- 
city of Glencoe ! Oh, Scotland, Scotland ! disloval and im- 
true to the Hue of your ancient langs, how long will you waste 
your treasure and pour forth your gallant sons to ike Dutch 
and Grerman wars of a brutal tyrant, who at once fears, and 
hates, and dreads, though he dare not despise you P But the 
hour is coming," and he shook his clenched hand and clanked 
his fetters like a fierce prophet—" when war, oppression, ex- 
action, and devastation, will be the meed of the actions of 
to-day I " 

n. 2h 



■466 THB scomsE oayaubb. 

"Silence, traitor!" exclaimed Dunoannon, strikiiLff'lrim 
with the hilt of his sword so severely that blood flowed firom 
his mouth. 

'' Major Boncaimon, ihxm art a coward ! " said Waiter, 
taming his eyes of fbre upon him. *' The brare are ewm 
compassionate and gentle ; out thou I away, man — ^for on liiy 
brow is written the dark curse which the unavenged blood of 
Glencoe called down from the blessed God ! " 

Duncannon turned pale. 

" Away with him ! " he cried. ** Drummers, flam <^^ 
musketeers, march ! '* and the procession began. 

The duU rolling of the muffled drums, the regulated tap of 
the burial-march, and the wailing of the fifes, now shiin and 
high, and anon sweet and low, found a deep echo in Walter's 
melancholy breast. Sorrowful and solemn was the xneasiiR 
of tiie psalm, and he felt his beating heart soothed and sad- 
dened ; but he could only mentally accompany the cLergymtm 
who walked bareheaded by his side, and chanted aloiiawhile 
the soldiers marched. 

Walter's cheek reddened, for his fearless heart beet big^ 
and he stepped flrmly behind his coffin, the most stately in 
all that sad procession, though marching to that dread etaii 
which a soldier seldom hears, his own death-march. The iMt 
recesses of the great cathedral, and the distant ecboea 6£ tiis 
central street of the city, with all its diverging wynda, xepliBd 
mournfully to the roU of the Ameral drums. 

He whose knell they rung seemed the prondest thoee 
among two hundred soldiers, liife now had nearly lost ertKj 
chann, while religion, courage, and resignatioa had ficdk 
robbed death of all its terrors. Eoused by me unusual flomicL 
many a nightcapped citizen peered fearfully forth firoon h» 
lofty dwelHng ; but their looks of wonder or of pity mn 
unheeded or unseen by Walter Fenton. He saw onty hii 
own coffin borne before him, and the weapons and the hmSB 
by which he was to die ; but his bold spirit never quailed, 
and he resolved, with true Jacobite enthusiasm, to nOl with 
honour to the cause for which he suffered. 

''Halt!" cried Duncannon, and the coffin ranff hdlowif 
as it was placed beside the square stone pedestu of Kbg 
Charles's statue, and Walter immediately kneeled dom 
within it, confronting the stem Presbyterians of Argyki'* 
regiment with an aspect of coolness and bravery l^t dSiaoi 
fail to excite their admiration and pity. 

A sergeant approached to bind up nis eye s, 

"J!^ay, nay, my gpod fellow," said Walter, waving h* 
away ; " I have faced deaX^i V^io o^^^eii to flinch now. ^Uigil | 



THB SCOTTISH cayalub. 467 

Duncannon, draw up your masketeers» and I ynjl show you 
how fearlessly a cayalier of honour can die." 

While twelve soldiers were drawn up before him and loaded 
their muskets, Walter turned his eyes for the last time to the 
glorious autumnal sun, whose red morning rays were shot 
aslant between two lofty piles ^of building into the shadowy 
and gloomy quadrangle formed by the ancient Parliament 
House, the Goldsmith's Hall, the grotesque piazzas, and the 
grand cathedraL He gave one rapid glance of adieu around 
nim, and then tamed towards his destroyers. 

" Farewell, good youth," said Mr. Bummell, as the tears of 
true and heartfelt sorrow trickled oyer his long hooked nose. 
"Farewell! When He from whose hand l^ht went forth 
oyer the land, eyen as the rays of yonder sun — ^when He, I 
say, returns in His glory, we will meet again. Till then, fare- 
well." Covering his face with his handkerchief, he withdrew 
a few paces and prayed with kind and sincere devotion. 

At that moment the hoo& of a galloping horse, spurred 
madly down the adjacent street, rang throng the vaults and 
aisles of the great church. Walter's colour changed. 

A reprieve ! 

Alas ! it was only Lord Qermistonlee, who, pale, panting, 
and breathless, dashed into the square to stay the execution ; 
but the cry he would have uttered died away on his parched 
Jips. 

" He comes to exult over me," said Walter bitterly. " Be- 
hold, ignoble lord," he exclaimed, ''how a true cavalier can 
die ! Musketeers," he added, in his old voice of authority, 
" ready — blow your matches — ^present— God save King James 
the Seventh — ^give fire I " 

The death volley rang like thimder in the stUl quadrangle. 
Four bullets flattened against the statue, eisht were mortal ; 
and with the last convulsive energy of death Walter Fenton 
threw his hat into the air, and feu forward prostrate into his 
coffin a bleeding corpse. 

Here ends our tale. 

From that hour Clermistonlee was a changed man. Though 
given up to dark, corroding care and moody thoughts, ne 
Bved to a great old age, and was one of those who sold his 
country at the union. Soon after that event he died, unre- 
gretted and unrespected, and a defaced monument in the east 
wall of the Greyfriars churchyard still marks the place whese 
he lies. 

His gossip, Mersington, would no doubt have obtained a 
comfortable share of " the compensatLons " in 1701, had he 

2h2 
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not (as appears from a passage in Carstairs' State JPa^ers) 
unluckilj been found deaa one night in the severe winter of 
1700, with a half-drained mug of burnt sack clutched in his 
tenacious grasp. 

A few words more of Lilian, and then we part. 

From the moment in which, with her child in her arms, 
she ascended the great staircase of Bruntisfield, she was neyer 
again seen. 

Every place within the mansion and without, the woods, 
the lake, the fields, the muir, were searched, but the lady and 
her child were seen no more. 

An impenetrable mystery cast a veil of horror over their 
fate ; but Mr. Ichaboa Bummel, and the most learned divines 
of a kirk that was then in the zenith of its wisdom and power, 
gave it as their decided opinion that they had been spirited 
away by the fairies, — an idea that was unanimously adopted 
by the people; nevertheless, a pale spectre, wailing and 
pressing a ghastly babe to its attenuated breast, was often 
visible on moonlight nights, among the old oak-trees, the 
rocky heronshaws of the Burghmuir, or the reedy rhiniis dl 
its beautiful loch ; and this terrible fact was solemnly averred 
and duly sworn to by various decent and sponsible men, such 
as elders and deacons of the kirk, who chanced to jonni^ 
that way after nightfall. 

In latter years it was to the long gloomy avenue or imme- 
diate precincts of the ancient house, that this terrible tenant 
confined her midnight promenades. 

Many sceptical persons, notwithstanding the assertions of 
the aforesaid elders and deacons, declarea the story of the 
apparition to be downright nonsense. Many more may he 
disposed to do so at the present day ; but we would beg £hem 
to withold their decision imtU they have consulted as 
careftilly as we have done, the M88, Session Records of 
Mr. Bummers kirk, entered in his own hand, and attested by 
the said elders and deacons at ^U length. 

In the year 1800, when the stately and venerable mansion 
of Bruntisfield was demoHshed, to make way for the hospital 
of Gillespie, within a deep alcove, or labyrinth of stone, intiie 
heart of its massive walls, the skeletons of a female and child 
were discovered ; some fira^ents of velvet, brocade, and i 
gold ring were found with them. 

On touching them, they crumbled into undistinguisliable 
dust. 

THB BND. 
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